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B O O K XII. 
rr EE SS SE E-3A.M-E 


The arrival of Vly fies in Ithaca. 


Ulyſſes takes his leave of Alcinous and Arete, and em- 


barks inthe evening, Next morning the ſhip arrives 
at lthaca; where the ſailors, as Ulyſſes is yet fleeps 
ing lay him on the ſhore with all his treaſures, On 
their return, Neptune changes their /hip into a rock, 
In the mean time, Ulyſſes awaking, knows not his 
native Ithaca, by reaſon of a miſt which Pallas bad 


caſt round him. He breaks into loud lamentations ; 


tiil the Coddeſs appearing to him inthe form of a ſhep- 
het, arjcovers the couniry to him, and points out 
the part 'cutar flaces, He then tells a fe.gned ſtory of 
his adventures; upen which ſhe manifeſ's herſ lf, 
and they corfult together of the meaſures to be taken 
to deſtroy the ſuitors, To conceal his return, and 
diſaurſe hi perſon the mare effeftually, ſhe changes 
him into the figure of an od beggar. 


FI ceaſsꝰd; but leſt ſo ple ſin 7 on their ear 


His voice, that liib'ning (ill they ſeem'd to hear. 
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2 HOMER*% ODYSSEY. B xm. 


A pauie of ſilence huſh'd the ſhady roo us: 
The grateful conf rence then the king reſumes. 


Whatever toils the great Ulyiſes pait, 8. 


Beneath this happy roof they end at laſt; 

No longer now from ſhore to ſhore to roam, 
Smooth ſeas. and gentle winds, invite him none. 
But hear me, princes! whom theſe walls incloſe, 


For whom my chanter ſings, and gob'et flows 10 


With wine unmiz'd, (an honour due to age, 


To cheer the grave, and warm the poet's rage). 


Though labour'd gold and many a dazzling veſt 


Lie heap'd already for our godlike gueit ; 
Without new treaſures let him not remove, I; 


Large, and expreſſive of the public |-ve ; 
Each peer a tripod, each a vaſe beſtow, 
A gen'ral tribute, which the ſtate ſhall owe. 
This ſentence pleas'd: then all their ſteps addreſt 


To ſep*rate manſions, and retir'd to reſt, 20 


Now did the roſy finger'd morn ariſe, 
And ſhed her ſacred light along the ſkies. 
Down to the haven and the ſhips in haſte 


They bore the treaſures, and in ſafety plac'd. 


The king himtelf the vaies rang'd with care; 25 


Then bad: his foilowers to the feaſt repair, 
A victim ox beneath the ſacred hand 


Ot great Alcinous f Il, and ſtains the ſand. | 
To ] we th' Eternal (pow'r above all pow'rs) 30 


Who wings the winds, and darkens heav-n with ſhow's) 


The flames aſcend : till ev'ning they proiong 

The rites, more ſacred made by heav'nly ſong: 

For in the midſt, with public honours grac'd, 

Thy lyre, divine Demodocus ! was plac'd. 

All bat Ul. fles heard with fix d delivht : 35 
He tat, and eye'd the ſun, and wiſh'd the night; 
Slow ſeem d the fun to move, the hours to roll, 

His native home deep imag'd in his ſoul, 
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Rm. HOMER ODYSSEY, z 
As the tir d ploughman ſpent with ſtabborn toil, 
Whoſe oxen long have torn the furrow'd ſoil, 


40 
Sees with delight the ſan's declining ray, 
When home, wit“ feeble knees, he bends his way 
To late repaſt (the day's hard labour done): 
So to Ulyfles welcome ſet the ſun. 
Then iuſta t, to Alcigous and the reſt, F 


(The Scherian ſtates), He turn'd, and thus addreſt. 

O thou, the firſt in merit and command! 

And you the peers aud princes of the land! 

May ev'ry joy e yours : nor this the leaſt, 

When due libation thali have crown'd the feaſt, 50 
Safe to my home to ſend your happy gueſt. : 
Compi-at are now the bounties you have giv'n, 

Be all thoſe bounties ut co firm'd by heav'n! 

So may I fi.d, when al my wand'rings ceaſe, 

My conſort biamelets, aud my friends in peace. 55 
Ou you be cv ry bliſs; and e<v'ry day, 
In home - felt juys delighted, roll away; 

Vourſelv s, your wives, your long deſcending race, 
May ev'ry God enrich witn ev'ry grace! 8 
Sure fix d on virtue may your nation ſtand, 60 
And public evil never touch the land! 

His wor is wel; weigh'd, the gen tal voice approv'd 
Benign, and inſtant his diimiſhon mov'd, 
The mon.rchi to Po, tonous gave the fign, 
To fill the goblet high with roſy wine: 


6 
Gre-t Jove the father fir ſt (he cry'd) implore : 
Thea jend the ſtranger to his native ſhore. 
The luicious wine th' obe-tient herald brought; 
Around the manſion flaw'd the purple draught: 
Each from his ſeat to each immortal pours, 70 


Whom glory circles in th' Olympian bow'rs, 
Ulyſſes fore with air m:jeltic ſtands, 
The bowl preſenting to Arete's hands; 

A 2 


| Then thus: O queen, fare wel! be {till poſſeſi d 


Of dear remembrance, bleffing ſtill be bleſs'd ! 75 


Till age and death ſhall gently call thee hence, 
(Sure fate of ev'ry mortal excellence !) 

Farewel! and joys ſucceſlive ever ſpring 

To thee, to thine, the people, and the king! 

Thus he: then parting prints the ſandy ſhore 80 

To the fair port: a herald march»d before, 

Sent by Alcinous: of Arete's train 

Three choſen maids attend him to the main; 

This does a tunic and white veſt convey, 

A various caſket that, of rich inlay, 3; 
And bread and wine the third. The cheerful mates 

Safe in the hollow poop diſpoſe the cates : 

Upon the deck, ſoft painted robes they ſpread, 

With linen cover'd, for the hero's bed. 

He clim'd the lofty ſtern; then gently preſt 50 
The ſwelling couch, and lay compos'd to reſt. 

Now plac'd in order, the Phzacian train 

Their cables looſe, and launch into the main: 

At once they bend, and firike their equal oars, 

And leave the ſinking hills, and leſs'ning lhores. 95 
While on the deck the chief in filence lies, 

And pleafing flumbeys ſteal upon his eyes. 

As fiery couriers in the rapid race, 

Urg'd by fierce drivers through the duſty ſpace, 
Toſs their high heads, and ſcour along the plain; 100 
So mounts the bounding veſſel o'er the main. 

Back to the ſtern the parted billows flow, 

And the black ocean foams and roars below. 

T hus with ſpread fails the winged galley flies; 
Leſs ſwift an eagle cuts the liquid ſkies; 105 
Divine Ulyſſes was her ſacred load, 

A man, in wiſdom equal to a God! 
Much danger, long and mighty toils he bore, 
In ſtorms by ſea, and ccmbats on the ſhore; 
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On which the labours of the nymphs were roll'd, 


Secure from theft: then launch'd the bark again, 
Reſum' d their oars, and meaſur'd back the main. 
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All which ſoft fleep now baniſh'd from his breaſt, 110 

Wrapp'd in a pleaſing, deep, and death-like ret, 
But when the morning-ſtar with early ray 

Flam'd in the front of heaven, and promis'd day; 

Like dit nt clouds the mariner deſcries 

Fair [thaca's emerging hills ariſe. 115 

Far fro n the town a ſpacious port appears, | 


Sacred to Phorcys' pow'r, whole name it bears: 


Two craggy rocks projecting to the main, 

The roaring winds tempeſtuous rage reltrain 
Within, the waves in ſofter murmurs glide, 12@ 
Aud ſhips ſerure without their halers ride. 

High at the head a branching olive grows, 

And crowns the pointed cliffs with ſhady boughs, 
Beneath, a gloomy grotto's cool recels 

Delizhts the Nereids of the neighb'ring ſeas ; 125 
Where bowls and urns were form'd of living ſtone, 
And maſly beams in native marble ſhone ; 


Their webs divine of purple mix'd with gold, 

Within the cave, the cluit'ring bees attend 130 

Their wazen works, or from the roof depend: 

Perpetual waters o'er the pavement glide ; 

Two marble doors unfold on either fide; 

Sacred the ſouth, by which the Gods deſcend, 

But mortals enter at the northern end. 135 
Thither they bent, and haul'd their ſhip to land, 


| (The crooked keel divides the yellow ſand), 


Uiyſſes fleeping on his couch they bore, 

And gently plac'd him on the rocky ſhore. 
His trealures next, Alcinous's gifts, they laid 140 
In the wild olive's unfrequented ſhade, 


Nor yet forgot old Ocean's dread ſupreme 
The vengeance vow'd for eyeleſs Polypheme, 145 
_ 


6 HOMER*% ODYSSEY. B X 
Before the throne of mighty jove he ſtood; 
And ſought the ſecret counſels of the God. 

Shall then no more, O fire of Gods! be mine 
'The rights and honours of a pow'r divine ? 
Scorn'd ev'n by man, and (oh ſevere diſgrace!) 150 
By ſoft Pbæacians, my degen'rate race! 
Againſt yon deftin'd head in vain | ſwore, 
And menac'd vengeance, ere he reach'd his ſhore: 
To reach his natal ſhore was thy decree; 
Mild 1 obey'd, for who ſhall war with thee ? 
Behold him landed, careleſs and afleep, 
From all th” eluded dangers of the deep! 
Lo where he lies, amidſt a ſhining ſore 
Of braſs, rich garments, and refulgent ore: 
And bears triumphant to his native ifle 160 
A prize more worth than llion's noble ſpoil. 

To whom the father of th' immortal pow*rs, 
Who ſwells the clouds, and gladdens earth with ſhow'rs: 
Can mighty Neptune thus of man eomplain ? 
Neptune, tremendous o'er the boundleſs main! 165 
Rever'd and awful ev'n in heav'n's abodes, 
Ancient and great! a God above the Gods! 
If that low race offend thy pow'r divine, 
(Weak, daring creatures!) is not vengeance thine ? 
Go then, the guilty at thy will chaſtiſe 170 
He faid : the ſhaker of the earth replies. | 
Ibis then I doom; to fix the gallant ſhip 
A mark of vengeance on the ſable deep; 
To warn the thoughtleſs ſelf-confiding train, 
No more unlicens'd thus to brave the main. 175 
Full in their port a ſhady hill ſhall riſe, 
If ſuch thy will —— We will it, Jove replies. 
Ev'n when with tranſport black'ning all the ſtrand, 
The ſwarming people hail their ſhip to lagd, 
Fix her for ever, a memorial Rone; 180 


still let her ſeem to ſail, and ſeem alone; 


155 


B. XIII. HOMER ODYSSEY. 7 
The trembling crouds ſhall ſee the ſudden ſhade 
Of whelming mountains over hang their head! 
With that, the God whoſe earthquakesrocktheground, 
Fierce to P ucia croſsꝰd the valt profound. 185 
* Swift as a iwallow ſweeps the liquid way, 
The winged pinnace ſhot along the ſea, 
The God arreſts her with a ſudden ſtroke, 
And roots her down an everlaſting rock. 
Aghaſt the Scherians ſtand in deep ſurpriſe 190 
All preis to ſpeak, all queſtion with their eyes. 
What hands unſeen the rapid bark reſtrain! 
And yet it ſwims, or ſeems to ſwim the main | 
Thus they, unconſcious of the deed divine : 
Till great Alcinous riſing own'd the ſign. 195 
Behold the long predeltin'd day! (he cries), 
Oh certain faith of ancient prophecies | 
Theſe ears have heard my royal fire diſcloſe 
A dreadful Rory, big with future woes; 
How mov'd with wrath, that careleſs we convey 200 
Promiſcuous ev'ry gueſt to ev'ry bay, 
Stern Neptune rag'd; and how by his command 
Firm rooted in the ſurge a (hip ſhould ſtand; 
(A monument of wrath |!) and mound on mound 
Should hideour walls, or whelm beneaththe ground, 205 
The fates have follow'd as declar'd the ſeer. 
Be humble, nations! and your monarch hear, 
No more unlicens'd brave the deeps, no more 
With ev'ry ſtranger pals from ſhore to ſhore ; 
On angry Neptune now for mercy call: 210 
To his high name let twelve black oxen fall. 
So may the God reverſe his purpos'd will, 
Nor 0 er our city hang the dreadful hill. 

The mcnarch ſpoke: they tremble and obey'd, 
Forth on the ſands the victim oxen led: 215- 
The gather'd tribes before the altars ſtand, 

And chiefs and rulers, a majeſtic band 


'8 HOMER*' ODYSSEY. B. XIII. 
The king of Ocean all the tribes implore ; | 
The blazing altars redden all the ſhore, 

Meanwhile Ulyſſes in his country lay, 220 
Releas'd from ſleep, and round him might ſurvey : 
The ſolitary ſhore, and rolling ſea. 

Yet had his mind through tedious abſence loſt 

The dear remembrance of his native ccaſt : 

Beſides, Minerva, to ſecure her care, 225 

Diffus' d around a veil of thicken'd air: 

For ſo the Gods ordain'd, to keep unſeen 

His royal perſon from his friends and queen, 

Till the proud fuitors for their crimes afford 

An ample vengeance to their injur'd lord. 230 
Now all the land another proſpect bore, 

Another port appear'd, another ſhore, | 

And long-continu'd ways, and winding floods, 

And unknown mountains,crown'd with unknown woods, 

Penſive and flow, with ſudden grief oppreſt, 235 

The king aroſe, and beat his careful breaſt, 

Caſt a long look o'er all the coaſt and main, 

And fought, around, his native realm in vain: 

Then with erected eyes ſtood fix'd in wo, : 

And as he ſpoke, the tears began to flow. 240 
Ye Gods ! (he cry'd), upon what barren coaſt, 

In what new region is Ulyfles toſt ? 

Poſſeſs d by wild barbarians fierce in arms, 

Or men whoſe boſom tender pity warms ? 

Where ſhall this treaſure now in ſafety lie? 245 

And whither, whither its ſad owner fly ? 

And why did I Alcinous” grace implore ? 

Ah why forſake Phracia's happy ſhore ? 

Some juſter prince perhaps had entertain'd, 

And ſafe reſtor d me to my native land. 220 

Is this the promis'd, long expected coaſt, 

And this the faith Phæacia's rulers boaſt ? 
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Oh righteous Gods ! of all the great, how few 
Are juſt to heav'n, and to taeir promiſe true 
But he, the pow'r to whoſe all · ſeeing eyes 255 
The deeds of men appear without diſguiſe, 
' is his alone t' avenge the wrongs I bear: 
For ſtill th' oppreſs'd are his peculiar care. 
To count theſe preſents, and from thence to prove 
Their faith, is mine: the reſt belongs to Jove. 260 
Then on the ſands he rang'd his wealthy ſtore, 
The gold, the veſts, the tripods, number'd o'er : 
All thele he found, but fill in error loſt, 
Diſconſolate he wanders on the coaſt, 
Sighs for his country, and laments again 265 
To the deaf rocks, and hoarſe-reſounding main. 
Whea lo! the guardian Goddeſs of the wiſe, 
Celeſtial Pallas, ſtood before his eyes; 
In ſhow. a youthtul ſwain, of form divine, 
Who ſeem'd deſcended from ſome princely line, 270 
A graceful robe her ſlender body dreſt, 
Around her ſhoulders fl:w the waving veſt, 
Her decent hand a ſhining jav'lin bore, 
And painted ſandals on her teet ſhe wore, 
To whom the king: Whoe'er of human race 275 
Thou art, that wander'ſt in this deſart place! 
With joy to thee, as to ſome God, I bend; 
To thee my trealures and myſelf commend. 
O tell a wretch in exile doom'd to ſtray, 
What air I breathe, what country I ſurvey? 280 
The fruitful continent s extremeſt bound, 
Or ſome fair iſle which Neptuie's arms ſurround ? 
From what far clime (ſaid ſhe) remote from fame, 
Arriv it thou here, a ſtranger to our name? 
Thou ſect an iſland, not to thuſe unknown 285 
Whole h'lls are brighten'd by the riſing ſun, 
Nor thoſe that plac'd beneata his utmoit reign 
Behold him ſinking in the weſtera main, 
As 
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The rugged ſoil allows no level ſpace 

For flying chariots, or the rapid race; 29S 

Yet not ungrateful to the peaſant's pain, 

Suffices ſulneſs to the ſwelling grain: 

The loaded trees their various fruits produce, 

And cluſtring grapes afford a gen*rous juice 

Woods crown our mountains, and in ev'ry grove 295 

The bounding goats and friſking heifers rove: 

Soft rains and kindly dews refreſh the field, 

And rifing ſprings eternal verdure yield. 

Ev'n to thoſe ſhores is Ithaca renown'd, 

Where Troy's majeſtic ruins ſtrow the ground. 300 
At this, the chief with tranſport was poſſeſt, 

His panting heart exulted in his breaſt : 

Yet well diſſembling his untimely joys, 

Ard veiling truth in plauſible diſguiſe, 

Thus, with an air ſincere, in fiction bold, 305% 

His ready tale th' inventive hero told. 

Oft have I heard, in Crete, this iſland's name; 

For 'twas from Crete, my native ſoil, I came, 

Self baniſh'd thence. I ſail'd before the wind, 

And left my children and my friends behind. 310 

From fierce Idomeneus revenge I flew, 

W hoſe ſon. the ſwift Orſilochus, I flew: 

EWith brutal force he ſeiz'd my Trojan prey, 

Due to the toils of many a bloody day), 

Unſcen I ſcap'd; and, favour'd by the night, 315 

In a Pk enician veſſel took my flight, 

For Pyle or Elis bound; but tempeſts toſt, 

And raging billows drove us on your coaſt. 

In dead of night an unknown port we g+in'd, 

Spent with fatigue, and flept ſecure on land, 320 

But e er the roſy morn renew'd the day, 

While in th' embrace of pleaſing fleep I lay, 

Sudden, invited by auſpicious gales, 

1 key land wy gocds, and hcilt their flying fails. 
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Abandon'd here, my fortune I deplore, 325 
A hapleſs exile on a foreign ſhore. 

Thus while he ſpoke, the blue · ey d maid began 
With pleaſing ſmiles to view the godlike man: 
Then chang'd her form; and now, divinely bright, 
Jove's heav*nly daughter ood confe(s'd to fight; 3 30 
Like a fair virgin in her beauty's bloom, 
Skill'd in th' illuſtrious labours of the loom. 
O (till the ſame Ulyſſes I ſhe rejoin'd,. 2 

355 


In uſeful craft ſueceſs:ully renin'd ! 

Artful in ſpeech, in action, and in mind! 
Suffic'd it not, that thy long labours paſt, 
Secure thou ſeeſt thy native thore at laſt ?. 
But this to me? who, like thyſelf, excel 
In arts of counſel, and diſſembling well; 
To me, whole wit exceeds the pow'rs divine, 240 
No leſs than mortals are ſurpaſt by thine. 

Knowſt thou not me? who made thy life my care, 
Thro' ten years wand'ring, and thro? ten years war; 
Who taught thee arts, Ale nous to perſuade, 


To raiſe his wonder, and engage his aid; 345 
And now appear, thy treatures to proteck, 

Conceal thy perſon, thy deſigns direct, 5 
And tell what more thou muſt from fate expect. 


Domeſtic woes far heavier to be born ! 

The pride of tools, and ſlaves inſulting ſcorn, 350 
But thou be filent, nor reveal thy ſtate : 

Yield to the force of unreſiſted fate, 

And bear unmov'd the wrongs of baſe mankind, 

The laſt and hardeſt conqueſt of the mind. 

Goddeſs of wiſdom! Ithacus replies, 3555 
He who diſcerns thee muſt be truly wiſe, 5 
So ſeldom view d, and ever in diſguiſe ! 

When the bold Argives led their warring pow'rs | 
Againſt proud Ilion's well-defended tow'rs, | 
4 6 
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Ulyfles was thy care, celeſtial maid ! 360 
Grac'd with thy ſight, and favour'd with thy aid. 
But when the Trojan piles in aſhes lay, 

And bound for Greece we plough'd the wat'ry way; 
Our fleet diſpers'd, and driv'n from coaſt to coaſt, 
Thy ſacred preſence from that hour I loſt; 365 
Till 1 beheld thy radiant form once more, 

And heard. thy counſels on Phzacia's ſhore, 

But, by th” almighty author of thy race, 

Tell me, oh tell! is this my native p'ace ? 

For much I fear, long tracks of land and ſea 370 
Divide this coaſt from diſtant Ithaca; | 

The ſweet deluſion kindly you impoſe, 

To footh my hopes, and mitigate my woes. 

Thus he. The blue-ey'd Goddeſs thus replies. 
How prone to doubt, how cautious are the wiſe! 375 
Who, vers'd in fortune, fear the flatt'ring ſhow, 

And taſte not half the bliſs the Gods beſtow, 
The more ſhall Pallas aid thy juſt defires, 
And guard the wiſdom which herſelf inſpires. 


Straight ſcek their home, and fly with eager pace 
To their wives arms, and children's dear embrace : 
Not thus Ulyſſes ; he decrees to prove 

His ſubjects faith, and queen's uſpected love; 

Who mourn'd her lord twice ten revolving years, 385 
And waſtes the days in grief, the nights in tears, 
But Pallas knew, (thy friends and navy loſt), 

Once more twas giv'n thce to beho d thy coaſt: 

Yet how could I with adverſe fate engage, 

And mighty Neptune's uurelenting rage? 399 
Now lift thy longing eyes, while I reſtore 

The pleafing proſpect of thy native ſhore. 

Behold the port of Phorcys ! tenc'd around 

With rocky mountains, and with olives crown'd: 


Others, long abſent from their native place, A 
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Behold the gloomy grot ! whole cool receſs 395 

Delights the Nercids ot the neighb'riag ſeas; 

Who e now-neglected altars, in thy reign 

Bluſh'd with the blood of ſhee p and oxen fl ain. 

Behold ! where Neritus the clouds divides, 

And ſhakes the waving foreſts on his tides, 400 
So ſpake the Goddels, and the proipect clear'd, 

The mitts diipers'd, and all the coalt appear'd. 

The king with joy confels'd his place of birth, 


And on his knees ſalutes his mother earth: 


Then with his ſuppliant hands upbeld in air, 405 
Thus to the ſ:a-green fiiters ſends his pray r. 

All hail! ye virgin- daughters of the main! 
Ye ſtreams beyond my hopes beheld again: 
To you once more your own Ulyſſes bows ; 
Attend his tranſports, and receive his vows! 41& 
If Jove prolong my days, and Pallas crown 
The growing virtues of my youthful fon, 
To you thall rites divine be ever paid, 
And gratetul off rings on your altars laid. 

Then thus Minerva: From that anxious breaſt 415 
Diſmiſs thoie cares, and leave to heaven the reſt, 
Our taſk be now thy treaſur'd ttores to ſave, 

Deep in the cloſe receſſ:s of the cave: 

Then future means conſult. She ſpoke, and trod 

The ſhady grot, that brighten'd with the God. 420 

The cloſeſt caverns ot the grot (hs ſought; 

The gold, the braſs, the robes Ul; ſes brought 3 

Theſe in the ſecret gluom the chief diſpos'd; 

The entrance with a rock be Goddefs clos'd, 
Now, ſeated in the ol ves ſacred ſhade, 

Confer the hero and the m irtial maid, 

The Goddeſs of the azure eyes began: 

Son of Laertes! much experienc'd man! 

The ſuitor train thy earlieſt care demand, 

Ot chat luxurious race to rid che land: 420 
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*Ehree years thy houſe their lawleſs rule has ſeen, 
And proud addreif:s to the matehleſs queen. 
But {he thy abſence mourns from day to day, 
And inly bleeds, and filent waſtes au ay: 
Elufive of the bridal hour, the gives 435 
Fond hopes to all, and all with hopes deceives. 

To this Ulyfles : Oh celeſtial maid ! 
Prais'd be thy counſel, and thy timely aid: 
Elſe had I feen my native walls in vain, 
Like great Atrides juſt reſtor'd and lain, 440 
Vouchſafe the means of vengeance to debate, 
And plan with all thy arts the ſcene of fate. 
Then, then be preſent, and my ſoul inſpire, 
As when we wrapt Troy's heav'n built walls in fire. 
Though leagu'd againſt me hundred heroes ſtand, 445 
Hundreds ſhall fall, if Pallas aid my hand. 

She anſwer d: In the dreadful day of fight 
Know L am with thee, ſtrong in all my might. 
If thou but equal to thyſe!t be found, 
W hat gaſping numbers then ſhall preſs the ground ! 450 
What human victims ſtain the feaſtſul floor 
How wide the pavements float with guilty gore! 
It fits thee now to wear a dark diſguiſe, 
And ſecret walk, unknown to mortal eyes. 
For this, my hand ſhall wither ev'ry grace, 455 
And ev'ry elegance of form and face; 
O'er thy ſmooth ſkin a bark of wrinkles ſpread, 
Turn hoar the auburn honours of thy head, 
Dis figure ev'ry limb with coarſe attire, 
And in thy eyes extinguiſh all the fire: 460 
Ard all the wants and the decays of life, 
Eſtrange thee from thy own, thy ſon, thy wife: 
From the loath'd object ev'ry fight ſhall turn, 
And the blind ſuxors their deſtruction ſcorn, 

Go firſt the maſter of thy herds to find, 465 
True to his charge, a loyal ſwain and kind: 
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For thee he fighs ; and to thy royal heir 
And chaſte Penelope extends his care. 
At the Coracian rock he now relices, 
Where Arethuſa's ſable water glides; 4270 
The ſable water and the copious maſt 
Swell the fat herd; luxuriant, large repiſt ! 
With him reſt peaceful in the rural cell, 
And all you afk his faithful tongue ſhall tell. 
Me into other realms my cares convey, 477 
To Sparta, (till with female beauty gay: 
For know, to Spirta thy lov'd offspring came,. 
To learn thy fortunes from the voice of fame. 
At this the father, with a father's care: 0 
ob 


Muſt he too ſuffer ? he, oh Goddeſs ! bear 

Of wand'rings and of woes a wretched ſhare ? 

Through the wild ocean plough the dang'rous way, 

And leave his fortunes and his houſe a prey ? 

Why wouldſt not thou, oh all-enlighten'd mind! 

Inform him certain, and proteQ-him, kind? 485 
To whom Minerva: Be thy ſoul at reſt; 

And know, whatever heav'n ordains, is beſt. 

To fame I ſent him, to acquire renown ; 

To other regions is his virtue known, 

Secure he ſits, near great Atrides plac'd ; 490 

With triendſhips ſtrengthen'd, and with honours grac'd. 

But lo! an ambuſh waits his paſſage wer: 

Fierce foes inſidious intercept the ſhore : 

Jn vain ! far fooner all the murd*rous brood 

This injur'd land ſhall fatten with th.ir blood. 495. 
She ipake : then touch'd him with her pow'rful wand: 

The (kin ibrunk up, and wither'd at her hand: | 

A ſwift old age o'er all his members ſpread; 

A ſudden froſt was ſprinkled on his head; 

Nor longer in the heavy eye ball ſhin'd 

The glance divine, forth-beaming from the mind. 

His robe, which ſpors indelible beſmear, 

In rags diſhoneſt flutters with the air: 
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A ſtag's torn hide is lapt around his reins 

A rugged ſtaff his trembhng hand ſuſtains; 50g 
And at his fide a wretched ſcrip was hung, 
Wide-patch'd, and knotted to a twiſted thong, 

So look'd the chief, ſo mov'd ! to mortal eyes 

Object uncouth f a man of miſeries! 

While Pallas, cleaving the wide fields of air, 510 


_ 'To Sparta flies, Telemachus her care. 
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Tir ARGUMENT. 


The converſation with Eumæus. 


Ulyſſes arrives in diſguiſe at the houſe of Eumæut, where 
he is received, entertained, and lodged, with the ut - 
moſt hoſpitality. The ſeveral diſcourſes of that faith- 
ful «ld ſervant, with the ſeigned flory told by Ulyſſes 
to conceal himſelf, and other converſations on various 
ſubzedts, take up this entire book, 


UT he, deep muſing, o'er the mountains ſtray'd 
Through mazy thickets of the woodland ſhade, 

And. cavern'd ways, the ſhaggy coalt along, 
With cliffs and nodding for eſts over-hung, | 
Eumeæus at his ſylvan lodge he ſought, 5 
A taithful ſervant, and without a fault, 
Ulyſſes found him buſied, as he ſat, 
Before the threſhoid of his ruſtic gate. 
Around, the manſion in a circle ſhone; 


A rural portico of rugged ſtone: _— 
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En abſence of his lord, with honeſt toil | 

His own induſtrious hands had rais'd the pile): 

The wall was ſtone from neighb'ring quarries born, 

_ Encircled with a fence of native thorn, | 

And ſtrong with pales, by many a weary ſtroke 15 

Of ſtubborn labour hewn from heart of oak; 

Frequent and thick, Within the {pace were rear'd 

T welve ample cells, the lodgment of his herd. 

Full fifty pregnant females each contain'd; | 

The males without (a ſmaller race) remain'd; 20 

Doom'd to ſupply the ſuitors waſtetul feaſt, 

A ſtock by daily luxury decreaſt; 

Now ſcarce four hundred left. Theſe to defend, 

Four ſavage dogs, a watchful guard, attend. 

Here fat Eumæus, and his cares apply'd 25 

To form ſtrong buſkins of well ſeaſonꝰd hide. 

Of four aſſiſtants who his labour ſhare, 

Three now were abſent on the rural care; 

The fourth drove victims to the ſuitor train: 

But he, of ancient faith, a ſimple ſwain, 30 

Sigh'd, while he furniſh'd the luxurious board, 

And weary'd heav'n with wiſhes for his lord. 
Soon as Ulyſſes near th' incloſure drew, 

With open mouths the furious maſtives flew : 

Down fat the ſage; and, cantious to withſtand, 

Let fall th' offenfive truncheon from his hand. 

Sudden, the maſter runs; aloud he calls; 

And from his haſty hand the leather falls; 

With ſhow'rs of Rones he drives them far away; 

The ſcait'ring dogs around at diſtance bay. 40 
Unhappy flranger! (thus the faithful ſwain 

Beg an with accent gracious and humane), 

W hat forrow had been mine, if at my gate 

Thy rev'rend age had met a ſhameful fate? 

Enough of woes already have I known; 45 

Enough my maſler s ſor rows and my own. 
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While here {ungrateful taſk 1) his herds I feed, 
Ordain'd for lawleſs rioters to bleed; 
Perhaps ſupported at another's board, 
Far from his country roams my hapleſs loril 30 
Or ſigh d im exile forth his late breath, 
Now cover d with th eternal ſnade of death 

But enter this my homely root, and fee 
Our woods not void of hofpitality. 
Then tell me whence thou art, and what the ſhare 55 
Of woes and wand'rings thou wert born to bear ? 

He ſaid ; and ſe conding the kind requeſt, 
With friendly ſtep precedes his unknown gueſt. 
A ſhaggy goat's ſoft hide beneath him ſpread, 


And with freſh ruſhes heap'd an ample bed. 6c 


Joy touch'd the hero's tender ſoul, to find 

So juſt reception from a heart ſo kind: 

And oh, ye Gods! with all your bl: ſſings grace 

(He thus broke fortb) this friend of human race! 
The ſwain reply'd: It never was our guiſe 65 

To ſlight the poor, or aught humane deſpiſe. 

For Jove unfolds our hoſpitable door; 

*Tis Jove that ſends the ſtranger and the poor. 

Little, alas! is all the good I can; 


A man opprels'd, dependent, yet a man: = 


Accept ſuch treatment as a twain affords, 
Slave to the infolence of youthful lords ! 
Far hence is by unequal Gods remov'd 
That man of bounties, loving and be!ov'd ! 
To whom whate'er his flave enjoys is ow'd; T5 
And more, had fate allow'd, had been beſtow'd : 
| But fate condemn'd him to a foreign ſhore; 
Much have I forrow'd, but my matter more. 
Now cold he lies, to death's embrace reſign'd: 


Ah periſh Helen! periſh all her kind ! 80 


For whoſe curs'd cauſe, in Agamemnon's name, 
He trod ſo fatally the paths of fame. 
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His veſt fuccin& then girding round his waſte, 

Forth ruſh'd the iwaia with hoſpitable haſte, 

Straight to the lodgments of his herd he run, 85 

Where the fat porkers ſept beneath the ſun : 

Of two, his cutlace lanc'd the ſpouting blood; 

Theſe quarter'd, ſing'd, and fix d on forks of woed, 

All haſty on the hifling coals he threw; 

And ſmoking back the taſteful viands drew, 

Broach: rs and all; then on the board diſplay'd 

The ready meal, before U yſſes laid 

With flour imbrown'd: next mingled wine yet new, 

And luſcious as the bees nectareous dew : 

Then fat companion of the friendly feaſt, 95 

With open look; and thus beſpoke his gueſt. 

Tanke with free welcome what our hands prepare, 
Such food as falls to ſimple ſervants ſhare: 

The beſt our lords conſume; thoſe thoughtleſs peers, 

Rich without bounty, guilty without fears ! 10 

Yet ſure the Gods their impious acts deteſt, 

And honour juſt ice and the righteous breaſt, 

Pirates and conquerors, of harden'd mind, 

The toes of peace, and ſcourges of mankind, 

| To whom offending men are made a prey, 105 

When Jove in vengeance gives a land away; 

Ev'n theſe, when of their ill got ſpoils poſſeſt, 

Find ſure tormentors in the guilty breaſt; 

Some voice of God cloſe whiſp' ring from within, 

« Wretch ! this is villany, and this is fin.” 110 

But theſe, no doubt, ſome oracle explore, 

That tells, the great Ulyſſes is no more. 

Hence ſprings their confidence, and from our ſighs 

Their rapine ſtrengthens, and their riots riſe : 

Conſtant as Jove the night and day beſtows 115 

Bleeds a whole hecatomb, a vintage flows. 

None match'd this hero's wealth, of all who reign 

Oer the fair iſlands of the neighb' ring main. 
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Nor all the monarchs whoſe far-dreaded ſway 
The wide extended continents obey: 

Firſt, on the main land, of Ulyſſes breed 
Twelve herds, twelve flocks, on ocean's margin feed; 
As many Rails for ſhagyy goats are rear'd; 

As many lodgments for the tuſky herd; 

Thoſe foreign keepers guard: and here are ſeen 125 
Twelve herds of goats that graze our utmoſt green; 
To native paſtors is their charge aſſign'd, 

And mine the care to feed the briltly kind: 

Each day the fatteſt bleeds of either herd, 


120 


All to the ſuitors waſteful board preferr'd. 120 
Thus he, benevolent : his unknown gueſt 5 

With hunger keen devours the ſav'ry feat; 5 

While ſchemes of vengeance ripen in his breaſt. 


Silent and thoughtful while the board he ey'd, 
Eumzus pours on high the purple tide; 


I 
The king with ſmiling looks his joy expreſs'd, * 
And thus the kind inviting hoſt addrets'd. 

Say now, what man is he, the man deplor'd, 
So rich, io potent, whom you ſtvle your lord; 
Late with ſuch affluence and pof{-(fioas bleſt, 140 


And now in honour's g lorious bed at reſt? 

Whoever was the warrior, he muſt be 

To tame no ſtranger, nor perhaps to me; 

Who (ſo th» G ds, and fo the fates ordain'd) 

Have wan.i-r'd many a ſea, and many a land, 145 
Small is the faith the prince and queen aſcribe 


(Reply'd Fun æus) to the vand'ring tribe: 


For needy ſtrang ers till to flatt ry fly, : 
And want too oft betrays the tongue to lie, 


Each vagrant traveller that touches here, 150 


Delude with fallacies the royal ear, 

To dear rev ei brance wakes his image riſe, 

And calls the ſpringin2 ſorrows from her eyes. 

Such thou my be. But he whoſe name you crave 
Moulders in earth, or welters on the wave, 155 
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Or food for fiſh, or dogs, his relies lie, 
Or torn by birds are ſcatter'd through the (ky, 
So per. ſh'd he; and left (for ever loſt) 

Much wo to ull, but ture to me the molt. 
So mild a maſter never {hal} I find: 1605 
Leſs dear the parents whom left behind, 5 
Lei ſoft my mother, leis my father kind. 
Not with ſuch traniport Would my eyes run o'er, 
Ayain to hail them oa their native thore, 
As lov'd U:yfles once more to embrace, 165 
Re ſtore d and breathing in his natat piace. 

That name, for ever dread, yet ever dear, 

Ev'n in bis abſence I pronounce with fear: 
In my reſpect he bears . prince's part, a 
But lives a very brother in my heart. 170 
I hus ſpoke the taithtul iwain; and thus rejoin'd 
The maſter ot his griet, the man of patient mind. 
Ulyſſes, friend! thall view his old abodes, 
(Dittruiful as thou art), nor doubt the Gods, 
Nor ſpeak I rataly, but with faith averr'd, 175 
And what I ſpeak atteſting heav'n has heard. 
If to, a cloak and veſture be my meed: 
Till his return no title all I piead, 5 
Though certain be my news, and great my need. 
Whom want itſelf can torce untruths to tell, 
My ſoul deteſts him as the gates of hell. 

Thou firſt be witneſs, ho pitable Jove ! 

And ev'ry God inipiring ſocial love! 
And witneſs ev'ry houjehold pow'r that waits 
Guard ot theſe fires, an angel ol theſe gates 
Ere the next moon 1ncrc aſe, or this decay, 
His ancient realms Ul, {[:s thall :urvey, 
In blood and duii each proud oppreilor mourn, 
And the loſt glories of his nouſe return. 

Nor thail that meed he thine, nor ever more 
Shall lov'd Ul; fles hail this happy ſhore, 


185 


1 


B.XIV. HOMER ODYSSEY. 23 


(Reply d Eu næus): to the preſent hour 
Now turu thy thought, and j»ys within our pow'r, 
From ſad reflection let ny ſoul repoſe ; | 

The na me of him awakes a thonfand woes, 195 
But guard him, Gods! and to theſe ar ns reſtore ! 

Nt his true conſort can deſire hun nore; 
Not old La rtes, broken with deſpair ; 

Not young Fe'emachus, his blooming heir. 
Alas, Telemachus ! my ſorrows flow 200 
Afreſh tor thee, my ſecond cauie of wo! 

Like ſome fair plant fer by a heav'nly hand, 

H. rew, he flourith'd, and he bl-£G'd the land; 

In all tne youth his father's inge ſhin d, 

Bright in his perſon, brighter in his miad, 205 
Wh:t man or God deceiv'd his better ſenſe, 

Far on the ſwelling {eas to wander hence? 
To diitant Py:os, hapleſs ! is he gone, 
To ſeek his father's fate, and find his owa! 

For traitors wait his way, with dire deſign 210 
To end at once the great Arcs ſian line. 

But let us leave him to their wills above; 

The tatcs of men are in the hand of Juve. 

And now, my venerable gueſt declare 

Your name, your parents, and your native air: 215 
Sincere from whence begun your coucte relate, 

And to what ſhip I ow: th- friendly freight? 

Thus he: and thus (with prompt invention bold) 
The cautious chief his ready Rory told. | 

On dark reſerve what b-tter can prevail, 220 

Or from the flienr tongue proc uct the tile, 

Than when two friends, alone, in peace ul place 5 
Conf r, and wines and catcs the table grace; 5 
But moſt the kind inviter's checrtul face? 

Thus might we fit, with foci4l goviets crowa'd, 225 
Till the whole circle of the year gocs round; 
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Not the whole circle of the year would clole 


My long narration of a life of woes. 5 
But ſuch was heav'n's high will! Know then, I came 


From ſacred Crete, and from a fire of fame: 230 
Caſtor Hylacides (that name he bore) : 
Belov'd and honour'd on his native ſhore ; 
Bleſs'd in his riches, in his children more. 


Sprung of a handmaid, from a bought embrace, 

I ſhar'd his kindneſs with his lawful race: 235 
But when that fate which all muſt undergo, 

From earth remov'd him to the ſhades below, 
The large domain his greedy ſons divide, 

And each was portion'd as the lots decide, 

Little, alas ! was left my wretched ſhare, 240 
Except a houſe, a covert from the air, 

But what by niggard fortune was deny'd, 

A willing widow's copious wealth ſupply'd. 

My valour was my plea, a gallant mind, 

That, true to honour, never Jagg'd behind, 245 
{The lex is ever to a foldier kind). | 
Now w+ſti:g years my former ſtrength confound, 
And added woes have bow'd me to the ground; 

Yet by the ſtibble you may guzlſs the grain, 

And mark the ruins of no vulgar man. 250 
Me Pallas gave to lead the nartial ſtorm, 

And the fair ranks of bottle to deform, 

Me Mars inſpir'd to turn the foe to flight, - 
And t-mpt the ſecret ambuth of the night. | 
Let gbaiily death in al: his forms appear, 255 
I taw him not: it was not mine to ſear. 

Before the reſt I rais d my ready ſteel; 


Ihe ficſt met, he vielded, or he fell. | 


But works af peace my ſoul a(fſJain'd to bear, 

J be rural lebcur, or dom-ltic care, 2860 
To raiſe the nan the nvffile dart to wing, | 
And !er.d ſwiit arrows from the bound ing ſtring, 
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Were arts the Gods made grateful to my mind; | 
Thoſe Gods, who turn (to various ends defign'd) : 
The various thoughts and talents of mankind. 265 
Before the Grecians touch'd the Troj an plain, 

Nine times commander or by land or main, 

In foreign fields I ſpread my glory far, 

Great in the praiſe, rich in the ſpoils of war : 


'Thence charg'd with riches, as increas'd in fame, 270 


To Crete return'd, an honourable name. 

But when great Jove that direful war decreed, 

Which rous'd all Greece, and made the mighty bleed; 
Our ſtates myſelt and Idomen employ 

To lead their fleets, and carry death to Troy, 275 
Nine vears we warr'd, the tenth ſaw Ilion fall; 
Homeward we ſail'd, but heav'n diſpers'd us all. 

One only month my wife enjoy'd my ſtay; 


So will'd the God who gives and takes away. 


N ne ſhips 1 mann'd, equipp'd with ready ſores, 280 
Intent to voyage to th' Egyptian ſhores; 

In feaſt and ſacrifice my choſen train 

Six days conſum'd; the ſeventh we plough'd the main, 
Crete's ample fields diminith to our eye ; 

Before the Boreal blaſts the veſſels fly ; 

Safe through the level ſcas we ſweep our way; 
The ſteerman governs, and the ſhips obey. 
The fifth fair morn we ſtem the Egyptian tide, 
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And tilting o'er the bay the veſſels ride: 


To anchor there my fellows I command, 

And ſpies commiſſion to explore the land. 

But ſway'd by luſt of gain, and headlong will, 
The coaſts they ravag:, and the natives kill. 
The ſpreading clamour to their city flies, 

And horſe and foot in mingled tumult riſe, 
The redd'ning dawn reveals the circling fields 


Horrid with briſtly ſpears, aud glancing ſhields, 
Vor. II. B 
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Jove thunder'd on their fide. Our guilty head 


We turn d to flight; the gath'rir'g ve..grance ſpread 
On all parts roun , and heaps on h aps lay dead. 3004 


I then explor'd my thou ht, whac courf to prove: 
(And ſure the thought was dictated by ve; 
Oh had he left me to that h-ppicr doom, 
And ſav'd a life of miſeries to come) 
The radiant helmet trom ny brows unlac'd, 
And low on earth my {held and javelin caſt, 
I meet the monarch with a ſuppliant's tace, 
Approach his chariot, and his knees embrace, 
He heard, he ſav' d, he plac'd me at his fide; 
My Rate he pity'd, and my tears he dry'd, 
 Reſtrain'd the rage the vengeful foe expreſt, 
And turn'd the deadly weapons from my breaſt. 
Pius! to guard the hoipitable rite, 
And fearing Jove, whom mercy's works deli ht. 
In Egypt thus with peace and plenty bieſ, 
I liv'd (and happy iiill h-d liv'd) a gu. ſt. 
On lev n bright years ſucceſſive ÞI-flings wait; 
The next chang'd all the colour of my fate. 
A falic P eenician, of inſftlious mind, 
Vers'd in vile arts, and foe to human kind, 
W:th ſemblance fair invites me to his home; 
I ſciz'd the proffer (ever fond to roam): 
Domeſtic in his faithleſs root I ſtay'd, 
Till the ſwift ſur his anrual circle made. 
To Libya then he meditates the way, 
With guileful art a {ir :nger to b tray, 
And tell to bod age in a foren d. 
Much d«ubting, yet compe!Pd. I quit the ſtrand. 
Through the wid ſeas the nimble pinnace ſaiis, 
Alocf from Crete, before th northern gales : 
But when remote her chalky cliffs we loſt, 
And far from ken of any coaſt, 
When all was wild exp inſe of ſea and air, 
Then doom'd high Jove due vengeance to prepare, 
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The tenth ſoft wafts me to Theſprotia's ſhore. 
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He hung a night of horrors o'er their head, 335 
(The ſhaded ocean blacken'd as it ſpread); 


He lanc'd the fiery bolt: from pole to pole 
Broad burſt the lightnings, deep the thunders roll : 


In giddy rounds the whicling ſhip is toſt, 

And all in clouds of ſmothring falphur loft, 
As from a hanging rock's tremendous height, 
The ſable crows with intercepted flight 

Drop endiong ; ſcar'd, and black with ſulph'rous huet 
So fiom the deck are hurl'd the ghaſtly crew. 
Such end the wicked found! But Jove's intent 
Was yet to fave th' oppreſs'd and innocent. 
Plac'd on the maſt (the laſt recourſe of Ife), 
With winds aid waves I held unequal ſtrite; 
For nine long days the billows tilting o'er, 
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350 
The monarch's ſon a fhipwreck' d wretch reliev'd, 
The ſire with hoſpitable rites receiv'd, 


And in his palace like a brother plac'd, 


With gifts of price, and gorgeous garments grac'd. 


While here I ſojourn'd, ott I heard the fame 

How late Ulyſſes to the country came; 

How lov'd, how honour'd in this court he ſtay'd, 
And here his whole collected treaſure laid: 

I ſaw myſelf the vaſt unnumber'd (tore 

Of ſteel elab'rate, and refulgent ore, 

And brats high heap'd, amiàſt the regal dome; ; 
Immenſe ſupphes tor ages yet to come 

Meantime he voyag'd to explore the will 
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Of Jove on high Dodona's holy hill, 


What meaas might beſt his ſafe return _ 

To come n pomp, or bear a ſecret ſai! ? 

Full oft has Phidon, whilſt he pour'd the wine, 

Atteſting ſole:nn all the pow'rs divine, 

That f on Ulyſſes would return, declar'd, 

The ſailors waiting, and the {hips prepar d. 379 
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But firſt the king diſmiſs d me from his ſhores, 
For fair Dulichium crown'd with fruitful ſtores; 

To good Acaſtus friendly care confign'd : 

But other counſels pleas'd the ſailors mind: 

New frauds were plotted by the faithleſs train, 375 

And miſery demands me once again. 

Soon as remote from ſhore they plongh the wave, 
With ready hands they ruſh to ſeize their ſlave ; 
Then with theſe tatter d rags they wrapt me round, 
(stript of my own), and to the veſſel bound. 380 
At eve, at Ithaca's delightful land 
The ſhip arriv d: forth iſſuing on the ſand, 

They ſought repaſt; while, to th' unhappy kind, 
The pitying Gods themſelves my chains unbind. 

. Soft I deſcended, to the ſea apply'd 383 
My naked breaſt, and ſhot along the tide. 
Soon paſt beyond their ſight, I left the flood, 

And took the ſpreading ſhelter of the wood 
Their prize eſcap'd the fa thleſs pyrates mourn'd ; 
But deem'd inquiry vain, and to their ſhip return'd. 390 
Screen'd by protecting Gods from hoſtile eyes, 
They led me to a good man and a wiſe; 

To live beneath thy hoſpitable care, 

And wait the woes heav'n dooms me yet to bear. 

Unhappy gueſt ! whoſe ſorrows tcuch my mind ! 
(Thus good Enmæus with a ſigh rejoin'd) ; 396 
For real ſuff rings ſince I grieve ſincere, 

Check not with fallacies the ſpringing tear; 

Nor turn the paſſion into groundleſs joy 
For him, whom heav'n has deſtin'd to deſtroy. 400 
Oh! had he periſh'd on ſome well fought day, 

Or in his friends embraces dy'd away! 

That grateful Greece with ſtreaming eyes might raiſe 
Hiſtcric marbles, to record his praiſe: 

His praiſe, eternal on the faithful ſtone, 405 

Had with tranſmiſſive honours grac'd his ſon. 
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Now ſnatch'd by harpies to the dreary coaſt, 

Sunk is the hero, and his glory loſt! 

While penſive in this ſolitary den, 

Far from gay cities, and the ways of men, 410 
I linger life; nor to the court repair, 

But when the conſtant queen commands my care: 


Or when, to taſte her hoſpitable bo.rd, 


Some gueſt arrives, with rumours of her lord ; 
And theſe indulge their want, and thoſe their woe, 415 
And here the tears, and there the goblets flow, 

By many ſuch have I been warn'd ; but chief 

By one Etolian robb'd of all belief, 

Whoſe hap it was to this our roof to roam, 

For murder baniſh'd from his native home, 429 
He ſwore, U.yſles on the coaſt of Crete 

Staid but a ſeaſon to refit his fleet; 

A few revolving months ſhould waſt him o'er, 
Fraught with bold warriors, and a boundleſs ſtore. 

O thou! whom age has taught to underſtand, 425 
And heav'n has guided with a fav'ring hand! | 
On God or mortal to obtrude a lie 


| Forbear, and dread to flatter, as to die, 


Not for ſuch ends my houſe and heart are free, 
But dear reſpe& to Jove, and charity. 439 

And why, oh ſwain of unbelieving mind! 
(Thus quick reply'd the wiſeſt of mankind), 
Doubt you-my oath? yet more my faith to try, * 
A ſolemn compact let us ratify, 5 
And witneſs ev'ry pow'r that rules the ſky! 435 
If here Ulyſſes from his labours reſt, 
Be then my prize a tunic and a veſt; 
And, where my hopes invite me, Rraight tranſport 
In ſafety to Dulichium's friendly court, 
But if he greets not thy deſiring eye, 440 
Hurl me from yon dread precipice on high; : 
The due reward of fraud and perjury. 
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Dcubrleſs, oh gueſt ! great laud and praiſe were mine. 
(Reply'd the ſwain for ſpotleſs faith divine), 
I, after ſocial rites and gifts beſtow'd, _ 
I ſtain'd my hoſpitable bearth with blood. 
How would the Gods my righteous toils ſucceed, 
And bleſs the hand that made a ranger bleed? 
No more — thꝰ approaching hours of ſilent night 
Firſt claim refe&ion, then to reſt invite; 450 
Beneath our humble cottage let us haſte, 
And here, unenvy'd, rural dainties taſte, 
Thus commun'd theſe; while to their lowly dome 
The fully fed ſwine return'd with ev'ning home; 
Compell'd, reluctant, to their ſev'ral ſties, 455 
With din opſtrep'rous, and ungrateful cries. 
Thien to the ſſaves: Now from the herd the beſt 
. Sele&, in honour of our foreign gueſt: 
With him, let us the genial barquet ſhare, | 
Yor great and many are the griefs we bear; 460 
| While thoſe who from our labaurs, heap their don. 
Blaſpheme their feeder, and forget their lord. 
Thus ſpeaking, with diſpatchful hand he took 
A weighty axe, and cleft the ſolid oak; | 
This on the earth he pil'd; a boar full fed 465 
Of five years age, betore the pile was led: 
The ſwain, whom acts of piety delight, 
Obſervant ot the Gods, begins the rite; 
Firſt ſhears the forehead of the briſtly boar, 5 
470 


And i ppliant Rands, invoking ev'ry pow'r 

To ſp ed Uiyſſes to his native ſhore. 

A knotty ſtake then aiming at his head, 

Down dropp'd he groaning, and the ſpirit fled. 

The ſcorching flames climb round on ev'ry ſide: 

Then the ſing'd members they with ſkill divide; 475. 
On theſe, in rolls of fat involv'd with art, 
The choiceſt morſels lay from ev'ry part. 
Some in the flames, be ſtrew'd with flour, they threw ;. 
Some cut in fragments, from the forks they drew. 
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Theſe while on ſev'ral tables they diſpoſe, 

As prieſt himtelf the blameleſs ruſtic roſe; 
Expert the deſtin'd victim to diſpart 

In ſev'n juit portions, pure of hand and heart. 
One ſacre to the nymphs apart they lay; 

An ther to the winged fon of May: 485 
The rural tribe in common ſhare the reſt, | 
The king the chine, the honour of the feaſt, 

Who ſat delighted at his ſervant's board; 

The faithful ſervant joy'd his unknown lord. 

O be thou dear (Ulyſſes cry'd) to Jove, 490 
As well thou claim'ſt a grateful ſtranger's love ! 

Be then thy thank: (che bounteous ſwain reply'd), 
Enjoyment of the good the Gods provide. 

Fron God's own hand deſcend our joys and woes; 
Theſe he decrees, and he but ſuffers thoſe ; 495 
All pow'r is his, and whatfoe'er he wills, 

The will itfe'f, omnipotent, fulfills, 

This ſai d, the firſt fruits to the Gods he gave; 
Then pour'd of offer'd wire the ſable wave: 
In great Uiyfſes? hand he plac'd the bowl ; 500 
He ſat, and ſweet retedion cheer'd his ſoul. 
The bread from caniſters Me:au'ius gave, 
(Eumeus' proper trea ure bought this flave, 
And led from 1 aph s, to attend his board, 
Flervant added to dis abſent lord) 505 
His taſk it was the wheaten loaves to lay, 

And from the banquet take the bowls away. 

And now the rage of hunger was repreſt, 

And each betakes him to his couch to reſt. 

Now came the night, and darkneſs cover'd o'er 510- 
The face of things; the winds began to roar; 
The driving ſtorm the wat'ry weſt wind pours, 
And Jove deſcends in deluges of thow'rs. 
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studious of reſt and warmth, Ulyſſes lies, — 
Foreſeeing from the firſt the ſtorm would riſe; 415 
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In mere neceſlicy of coat and cloak, 
With artful preface to his hoſt he ſpoke. 

Hear me, my friends! who this good banquet grace, 
*Tis ſweet to play the fool in time and place; 


SING ence LY 


And wine can of their wits the wiſe beguile, 520 


Make the ſage frolic, and the ſerious ſmile, 

The grave in merry meaſures frisk about, 

And many a long repented word bring out. 

| Since to be talkative I now commence, 

Let wi: caſt off the ſullen yoke of ſenſe; 525 

Once I was ſtrong (would heav'n reſtore thoſe days!) 

And with my betters claim'd my ſhare of Praiſe. 

Ulyſſes, Menelaus led forth a band, 

And join'd me with them ('t was their own command); 

A deathful am uſn for the foe to lay, 530 

Beneath Troy walls by night we took our way: 

There, clad in arms, along the marlhes ſpread, 

We made the oſier fringed bank our bed, 

Full ſoon th? inclemency of heav'n | feel; 

Nor had theſe ſhoulders cov'ring, but of ſteel. 535 

Sharp blew the north : ſnow whit'ning all the fields 

Froze with the blaſt, and gath'ring glaz'd our ſhields. 

There all but I, well fenc'd with cloak and veſt, 

Lay cover'd by their ample ſhields at reſt. 

Fool that I was! I left behind my own ; 540 

The skill of weather and of winds unknown, 5 

And truſted to my coat and ſhiel d alone 

W hen now was waſted more than half the night, 

And the ſtars faded at approaching light; 

Sudden I jogg'd Ulyſſes, who was laid | 

Faſt by my fide, and ſhiv'ring this I ſaid, $45 
Here longer in this field I cannot lie, 

The winter pinches, and with cold 1 die, 

And die aſham'd (oh wiſeſt of mankind !) 

The only fool who left his cloak behind, 550 
He thought and anſwer'd : hardly waking yet, 

Sprung in his mind the momentary wit; 
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(That wit, which or in council or ia fight, 

Still met th* emergence, and determia'd right), 

Huſh thee, he cry'd (ſoft whiſp'ring in my ear), 555 
ak not a word, leſt any Greek may hear | 

And then (ſupporting on his arm his head) 

Hear me, companions ! (thus aloud he faid) ; 

Methinks too diſtant from the fleet we lie: : 

560 


Ex'n now a viſion ſtood before mine eye, 


And ſure the warning vifion was from on high : 
Let from among us ſome ſwift courier riſe, 
Haſte to the gen'ral and demand ſupplies, 

Up ſtarted Thoas ſtraight, Andræmon's ſon : 
Nimbly he aroſe and caſt his garment downz 565 
Inſtant the racer vaniſh'd off the ground; | 
That inſtant in his cloak 1 wrapt me round: 

And fafe I ſlept, till brightly dawning ſhone 
The morn, conſpicuous on her golden throne. 

Oh were my ltrength as then, as then my age! 570 
Some friend would fence me from the winter's rage. 
Pet tatter'd as I look, I chalieng'd then 
The honours and the offices of men; 

Some maſter, or ſome ſervant would allow 
A cloak and veſt but I am nothing now! 375 

Well haſt thou ſpoke (rejoin'd th attentive ſyain), 
Thy lips let fall no idle word or vain! 
Nor garment thalt thou want, nor aught beſide, 
Meet, for the wand'ring ſuppliant to provide. 

But in the morning take thy cloaths again, 580 
For here one velt ſuffices ev'ry ſwain; 
No change of garments to our hinds is known: 


But when return'd, the good Ulyſſes“ fon 


With better hand ſhall grace with fit attires 


His guelt, and fend thee where thy ſoul deſires. 585 


The honeſt herdſman roſe, as this he ſaid, 
And drew before the hearth the ſtranger s bed; 
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The fleecy. ſpoils of ſheep, a goat's rough hide 

He ſpreads; and adds a mantle thick and wide; 
With ſtore to heap above him, and below, 590. 
And guard each quarter as the tempeſts blow. 
There lay the king, and all the reſt ſupine; 

All, but the careful maſter of the ſwine : 

Forth haſted he to tend his briſtly care; 

Well arm'd, and fenc'd againſt nocturnal air; 595 
His weighty faulchion o'er his ſhoulder ty'd ; 

His ſhaggy cloak a mountain-goat ſupply'd : 

With his broad ſpear, the dread of dogs and men, 

He ſeeks his lodging in the rocky den. 

There to the tuſky herd he bends his way, 600.- 
Where ſ{kreen'd from Boreas, high ver arch'd they lay. 
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Tut ARGUMENT. 
The return of Telemachus, 


Tie Goddeſs, Minerva commands Telemachas in a viß · 
on to return to Ithaca. Piſiſtratus and he take leave 
of Menelaus, and arrive at Pyl;s, where they part; 
and Telemachus ſets fail. after having received on 

board Theoclymenus the ſoothſayer, The ſcene then 

. changes to the cottage of FKumaus, who entertain: 
Ulyſſes with a recital of his adventures, In the 
meantime Telemachus arrives on the caaſt, and ſending 
the veſſel to the town, proceeds by himpelf to the lodge 
of Eumaeus, „ 


\ T 0 W had Minerva reach'd thoſe ample plains, 
Fam'd for the dance where Menelaus reigns ; 
Anxious ſhe flies to great Ulyſſes? heir, 
Js wſtagt voyage challeng'd all her care. 
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Beneath the royal portico diſplay'd, g | 
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| W'th Neſtor's fon, Telemachus was laid: i 


In ſleep profound the ſon of Neſtor lies; 
Not thine, Ulyfles | care unſeal'd his eyes: 
Reſtleſs he griev'd, with various fears oppreſt, 


And all thy fortunes roll'd within his breaſt. 10 


When, © Telemachus! (the Goddeſs faid), 

Too long in vain, too widely haſt thou ſtray'd, 

Thus leaving careleſs thy paternal right 

The robbers prize, the: prey to lawleſs might. 

On fond purſuits negletful while you roam, 15 
Ev'n now the hand of rapine ſacks the dome, 

Hence to Atrides; and his leave implore 

Fo launch thy veſſel for thy natal ſhore: 

Fly, whilſt thy mother virtuous yet withſtands 

Her kindred's wiſhes, and her ſire's commands; 20 
Through both, Eurymachus purſues the dame, 

And with the nobleſt gifts aſſerts his claim. 

Hence therefore, while thy ſtores thy own remain; 
Thou know'ſt the practice of the female train, 

Loſt in the children of the preſent ſpouſe, | 25 
They flight the pledges of their former vows ; 
"Their love is always with the lover paſt ; 

Still the ſucceeding flame expels the laſt. 

Let o'er thy houſe fome choſen maid prefide, 

Till heav'n deerees to bleſs thee in a bride. 30 
But now thy more attentive ears incline, 

Obſerve the warnings of a pow'r divine : 

For thee their ſnares the ſuitor lords ſhall lay 

In Samos fands, or ſtraits of Ithaca; 

To ſeize thy life ſhall lurk the murd'rous band, 33 
Fre yet thy footſteps prels thy native land. 
No——ſooner far their riot and their laſt 
All-cov'ring earth ſhall bury deep in duſt! 

Then diſtant from the ſatter'd iſlands ſteer, 

Nor let the night retard thy full career; 40 
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Ill, faid the king, ſhould I thy wilh oppoſe, 
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Thy heav'nly guardian ſhall inſtruct the gales 

To ſmooth thy paſſage, and ſupply thy fails: 

And when at Ithaca thy ilibour ends, 

Send to the town thy veſſel with thy friends, 

But ſeek thou firſt the maſter of the ſwine, 

(For (till to thee his loyal thoughts incliae) ; 

There pals that night: while he his courſe purſues 

To bring Penelope the wiſh'd - for news, 

That thou ſ+te ſailiag from the Pylian ſtrand, 

Art come to bleis her in thy native land. = 
Thus ipoke the Goddels, and reſum'd her flight 
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To the pure regions of eternal light. 


Meanwhile Piſiitratus he gently ſhakes, 

And with theſe words the ſlumb'ring youth awakes: 
Rile, ſon of Neſtor ! for the road prepare, 55 

And join the harneſs'd courſers to the car. 
What cauſe, he cry ' d, can juſtify our flight, 

To tempt the dangers of forbidding night? 

Here wait we rather, till approaching day 

Shall prompt our ſpeed, and point the ready way. 66 

Nor think of flight before the Spartan king 

Shall bid farewel, and bounteous preſents bring; 

Gifts, which to diſtant ages ſafely ſtor'd, 

The ſacred act of friendſhip ſhall record, 4 
Thus he. But when the dawn beſtreak'd the eaſt, 

The king from Helen roſe, and ſought his gueſt. 

As ſoon as his approach the hero knew, 

The ſplendid mantle round him firſt he threw, 

Then o'er his ample thoulders whirl'd the cloak, 

Reſpectful met the monarch, and beſpoke. 7S 

Hail, great Arrides ! favour'd of high Jove! 

Let not thy friends in vain for licence move. 

Switt let us meaſure back the wat'ry way, 

Nor check our ſpeed, impatient of delay. | | 
If with deſire fo ſtrong thy boſom glows, 75 


38 HOMER: ODYSSEY. B.XV.. 
Por oft in others freely | reprove 

The ill tim'd efforts of officious love; 

Who love too much, hate in the like extreme, 

And both the golden mean alike condemn, 8 
Alike he thwarts the hoſpitable end, 

Who drives the free, or ſtays the haſty friend; 

True friendſhip's law, are by this rule expreſt, 
Welcome the coming, ſpeed the parting gueſt, 

Vet ſtay, my friends! and in your chariot take 85 
The nobleſt preſents that our Icve can make: 
Meantime commit we to our women's care - 

Some choice domeſtic viands to prepare; 

The trav ler rifing from the banquet gay, 


Eludes the labours of the tedious way, 90 


Then if a wider courſe ſhal! rather pleaſe, 

Through ſpacious Argos, and the realms of Greece, 
Atrides in his chariot ſhall attend, 

Himſelf the convoy to each royal friend. 

No prince will let Ulyſſes“ heir remove 95 
Without ſome pledge, ſome monument of love: 

Theſe will the caldron, theſe the tripod give, 

From thoſe the well-pair'd mules we ſhall receive, 5 
Or bowl emboſs' d, whole golden figures live. 

To whom the youth, for prudence fam'd, reply d: 
@ monarch, care of heav'n! thy people's pride 101 
No friend in Ithaca my place ſupplies, 

No pow'rful hands are there, no watchful eyes: 
My ſtores expos'd, and fenceleſs houſe demand 
The ſpeedieſt ſuccour from my guardian hand; 105 
Leſt, in a ſearch too anxious and too vain. 
Of one joy loſt, I loſe what yet remain. 
His purpoſe when the gen'rous warrior heard, 
He charg'd the houſehold cates to be prepar'd, 


Now with the dawn, from his adjoining home, 110 
Was Boethedes Etconus come; 
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Swift as the word he forms the riſing blaze, 

And o'er the coals the ſmoking fragment lays. 

Meantime the king, his ſon, and Helen, went 

Where the rich wardrobe breath'd a coſtly ſcent. 115; 

The king ſelected from the glittꝰciag rows. 

A bowl; the prince a ſilver beaker choſe. 

The beauteous queen revolv'd with careful eyes 

Her various textures of unnumber'd-dyes, 

And choſe the largeſt ; with no vulgar art 120 

Her own fair hands embroider'd ev'ry part. 

Beneath the reſt it lay divinely bright, 

Like radiant Heſper o'er the gems of night. 

Then with each gift they haſten'd to their gueſt, 

And thus the king Ulyfles' heir addreſt. 129 
Since fix'd are thy reſoi ves, may thundvring Jove 

With happieſt omens thy defires approve ! 

This ſilver bowl, whoſe coſtly margins ſhine 


Enchas'd with gold, this valu'd gift be thine; 


To me this preſent, of Vulcanian frame, 130. 
From Sidon's hoſpitable monarch came; 
To thee we now con ſign the precious load, 
The pride of kings, and labour of a God. 
Then gave the cup; while Megapenthe brought 


The ſilver vaſe with living ſculpture wrought. 135 


The beauteous queen, advancing next, diſplay'd 
The ſhining veil, and thus endearing ſaid. 

Accept, dear youth, this monument of love, 
Long ſince, in bett-r days, by Halen wove : 
Sate in thy mother's care the veſture lay, 140 
To deck thy bride, and grace thy nuptial day. 
Meantime mayſt thou with happieſt ſpeed regain 
Thy ſtately palace, and thy wide domain. 

She ſaid, and gave the veil: with grateful look 
The prince the variegated preſont took. 145: 
And now, when through the royal dome they paſs d 


Hitzu on 4 throge the king each ſtranger plac'd. 
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A golden ew'r th' attendant damſel brings, 

Replete with water from the eryſtal ſprings; 

With copious ſtreams the ſhining vaſe ſupplies 150 
A filver laver of capacious ſize. 

They waſh. The tables in fair order ſpread, 

The glitt'ring caniſters are crown'd with bread ; 


viands of various kinds allure the taſte, 


Of choiceſt ſort and favour, rich repaſt ! 155 
Whilſt Eteoneus portions out the ſhares, 

Atrides? ſon the purple draught prepares. 

And now (each ſated with the genial feaſt, 

And the ſhort rage of thirſt and hunger ceaſt) 

Ulyſſes“ ſon, with his illuſtrious friend, 160 
The horſes join, the polith'd car aſcend. 

Along the court the fiery Reeds rebound, 

And the wide portal echoes to the found. 

The king precedes: a bowl with fragrant wine 
(Libation deſtin'd to the pow'rs divine) * 10 
His right hand held: before the ſteeds he ſtands, 


Then, mix'd with pray'rs, he utters theſe commands. 


Farewel and proſper, youths! Let Neſtor know 
What grateful thoughts ſtill in this boſom glow, 


For all the proofs of his paternal care, 179 
Through the long dangers of the ten years war. 


Ah! doubt not our report (the prince rejoinꝰd) 


Of all the virtues of thy gen'rous mind. 


And oh! return'd might we Ulyſſes meet! 
To him thy preſents ſhew, thy words repeat : 175 
How will each ſpeech his grateful wonder raiſe ? 
How will each gift indulge us in thy praile ? 

Scarce ended thus the prince, when on the right 
Advanc'd the bird of Jove : auſpicious fight ! 
A milk white fowl his clinching talons bore, 180 
With care domeſtic pamper'd at the floor. 
Peaſants in vain with threat'ning cries purſue; 
In ſolemn ſpeed the bird majaſtic flew 
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Full dexter to the car: the proſp'rous ſight 

Fill'd ev'ry breaſt with wonder and delight. 193 
zut Neſtor's ſon the cheerful ſilenee broke, 

And in theſe words the Spartan chief beſpoke 

Say if to us the Gods theſe omens fc nd, 

Or fates peculiar to thyſelf portend ? : 189 
Whilſt yet the monarch paus' d. with doubts oppreſt, 

The beauteous queen reliev'd bis Jab'ring breaſt. 
Hear me, the cry'd, to whom the Gods have giv'a 

To read this ſign, and myſtic ſenſe of heav'a, 

As thus the plumy ſov'reign of the air 

Left on the mountain's brow his callow care, 195 

And wander'd through the wide æthereal way, 

To pour his wrath on yon luxurious prey; 

So ſhall thy godlike father, toſs'd in vain 

Through all the dangers of the boundleſs main, 

Arrive, (or is perchance already come), 200 

From flaughter'd gluttons to releafe the dome. 

Oh ! if this promis'd bliſs by thund' ring Jove 


([the prince reply'd) Rand fix'd in fate above; 


To thee, as to ſome God, I'll temples raiſe, 

And crown thy altars with the coſtly blaze. 205. 
He ſaid; and bending o'er his chariot, flung 

Athwart the fiery ſteeds the ſmarting thong: 

The bounding ſhafts upon the harneſs play, 

Till night deſcending intercepts the way. 

To Diocles, at Pherz they repair, 210 

Whoſe boaſted fire was ſacred Alpheus' heir; 

With him all night the youthful ſtrangers ſtay'd, 

Nor found the hoſpitable rites unpay'd. 

But ſoon as morning fro:n her orient bed 

Had ting'd the mountains with her earlieſt red, 213 

They join'd the ſteeds, and on the chariot ſprung ; 

The brazen portals in their paſfage rung. 
To Pylos faon they came; when thus begun. 

Ta Neſtor's heir Ulyſſes? godlike ſon: 
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Let not Pifiſtratus in vain he preſt, 22S 
Nor unconſenting hear his friend's requeſt ; 
His friend by long hereditary claim, 
In toils his equal, and in years the ſame, 
No farther from our v-fſel, i implore, 
The courſers drive; but laſh them to the ſhore, 225 
Too long thy father would his friend det in; 
I dread his proffer'd kindneſs, urg'd in vain, 

The hero paus'd, and ponder'd this requeſt, 
While love and duty warr'd within his breaſt : | 
At length reſolv'd, he turn'd his ready hand, 230 
And laſh'd his panting courſers to the ſtrand. 
There, while within the poop with care he ſtor'd 
The regal preſents of the Spartan lord; 
With ſpeed begone, {ſaid he), call ev'ry mate, 
Ere yet to Neſtor I the tale relate: 235 
Tis true, the fervour of his gen'rous heart 
Brooks no r+pulſe, nor couldſt thou ſoon depart: 
Himſelf will ſeek thee here, nor wilt thou find, 
In words alone, the Pylian monarch kind. 
But when arriv'd he thy return ſhall know, 240 
How will his breaſt with honeſt fury glow ? 
This ſaid, the ſounding ſtrokes his horſes fire, 
And ſoon he reach'd the palace of his fire. 


Now (cry'd Telemachus), with ſoeedy care . 
Hoiſe ev'ry fail. and ev'ry oar prepare, 245 
$wiit as the word his willing mates obey. | 
And ſeize their ſeats, impatient for the ſea; 

Meantime the prince with ſacrrfice adores 
Minerva, and her guardian aid implores; 

When lol a wretch ran breathleſs to the ſhore, 250 
New from his crime, and reeking yet with gore. 

A ſeer he was. from great M:-lampus ſprung, 
Me'ampus, who in Pylos flouriſh d long, 

Til urg'd by wrongs, a foreign realm he choſe, 

Far from the hateful caule of all his woes. 255 
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Neleus bis treaſures one long year detains, 260 
As long he grhan'd in Phylacus's chains: 

Meantim, what anguiſh and what rage combin'd, 
For lovely Pero rack'd his lab'ring mind! 

Yet 'ſcap'd he death; and, vengetui of his wrong, 
To Pylos drove the lowing herds along: 265 
Then (N-leus vanq=iſh'd, and conſign'd the fair | 
To Bias? arnis) he fought a foreign air: 

Argos the rich for his retreat he choſe, 

There form'd bis empire, there his palace roſe, 270 
From him Antiphates and Maatius came: 

The firſt begot Oiclus great in fame, 

And he Amphiaraus, immortal name! 

The people's ſaviour and divinely wiſe, 

Below d by Jove, and him who gilds the ſkies, 275 
Yet ſhort his date of life! by female pride he dies. 
From Mantius Clitus, whom Aurora's love 
Snatch'd for his beauty to the thrones above; 
And Polyphides, on whom Phœbus ſhone 

With fulleſt rays, Amphiaraus now gone; 
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in UHyperena s groves he made abode, 
And taught mankind the counſels of the God. 
From him iprung Theoclymenus, who found 
(The ſacred wine yet foaming on the ground) 
Tele machus: whom, as to heav'n he preſs'd 285 
His ardent vows, the ranger thus addreſs d. 
O thou that doſt thy happy courſe prepare 
With pure libations, and with ſolemn pray'r! 
By that dread pow'r to whom thy vows are paid, 
By all the lives of theſe, thy own dear head, 290 
Declare ſincerely to no foe's demand, | 
Thy name. thy lineage, and paternal land, 
Prepare then, ſaid Telemachus, to kuow 
A tale from ſalichood free, not free from wo. 
From Ithaca, of royal birth, I came, 


And great Ulyſſes (ever hogour'd name!) 


295; 
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Was once my fire: though now for ever loſt 

In Stygian gloom he glides a penſive ghoſt ! 
Whaſe fate inquiring, through the world we rove; 
The laſt, the wretched proof of filial love. 


o 
I be ſtranger then: Nor ſhall I aught conceal, TR 
But the dire ſecret of my fate reveal. 
Of my own tribe an Argive wretch I ſlew; 
Whoſe pow'rful friends the luekleſs deed purſue | 
With unrelenting rage, and force from home 305 


The blood - ſtain'd exile, ever doom'd to roam. 
But bear, Ob bear me o'er yon azure flood; 


Receive the ſuppliant! ſpare my deſtin'd b'ood! 


Stranger, (reply'd the prince), ſecurely reſt 

Athanc'd in our faith; h-nceforth our gueſt. 310 
Thus affable, Ulyſſes' godlike heir 
Takes from the ſtranger's hand the glitt'ring ſpear; 
He climbs the ſhip, aſcends the ſtern with haſte, 

And by his ſide the gueſt accepted plac'd. 


The chief his orders gives: th” obedient band 315 


With due obſervance wait the chief's command. 
With ſpeed the maſt they rear, with ſpeed unbind 
The ſpacious ſheet, and ſtretch it to the wind. 
Minerva cails; the ready gales obey 


With rapid ſpeed to-whirl them o'er the ſea. 320 


Crunus they paſs'd, next Chaleis roll'd away, 
When thick'ning darkneſs clos'd the doubtful day: 
The ſilver Phæa's glitt ring rills they loſt, 

And ſkimm'd along by Ellis' ſacred coaſt, 


Then cautious through the rocky reaches wind, 325 


And turning ſudden, ſhun the death deſign'd. 
Meantime the king, Eumæus, and the reſt, 

Sat in the cottage, at their rural feaſt: 

T he banquet piſs'd, and fatiate ev'ry man, 

To try his hoſt U yfles thus began. 230 
Yet one night more, my friends, indulge your guelt; 3 

* laſt 1 purpoſe in your walls to reſt: 
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To-morrow for mylelf I muſt provide, 

And only aſk your counſel, and a guide: 

Patient to roam the ſtreet, by hunger led, 

And bleſs the friendly hand that gives me bread. 
There in Ulyſles' roof I may relate 

Ulyſſes' wand'rings to his royal mate; 

Or mingling with the ſuitors haughty train, 

Not undeſerving, ſome ſuppert obtain. 


33$ 


Hermes to me his various gifts imparts, "__ 
Patron of induſtry and manual arts : 

Few can with me in dext'rous works contend, 

The pyre to build, the ſtubborn oak to rend; 

To turn the taſteful viand o'er the flame; 245 


Or foam the goblet with a purple ſtream. 
Such are the taſks of men of mean eſtate, 
Whom fortune dooms to ferve the rich and great, 
Alas! (Enmeus with a ſigh rejoin'd), 
How ſprung a thought ſo monſtrous in thy mind? 350 
If on that godleſs race thou wouldſt attend, 
Fate owes thee ſure a miſerable end! 
Their wrongs and blaſphemies aſcend the sky, 
And pull deſcending vengeance from on high. 
Not ſuch, my friend, the ſervants of their fealt: 353 
A blooming train in rich embhroid ry dreſt, 
With earth's whole tribute the bright table bends, 
And ſmiling round celeſtial youth attends. 
Stay then: no eye askance beholds thee here; 
Sweet is thy converſe to each ſocial ear; 360 
W.1l pleas'd, and pleaſing, in our cottage reſt, 
Till good Telemachus accepts his gueſt 
With genial gifts, and change of fair attires, 
And \ife conveys thee where thy foul deſires. 


To him the man of woes: O gracious Jove ! ! 365 
R-w rd this ſtranger's hoſpitable love, 


Who krows the fon of ſorrow to relieve, 
Cheers the fad heart, nor lets affliction grieve, 
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Of all the ills un happy mortals know, 

A lite of wand' rings is the greateſt wo: 370 
On all their weary ways wait care and pain, 

And pine and penury, 2 meagre train. 

To ſuch a man fince harbour you afford, 

Relate the farther fortunes of your lord; 

What cares his mother's tender breaſt engage, 375 
And fire, forſaken on the verge of age; 

Beneath the (un proiong they yet their breath, 

Or range the houte of darkneſs and of death ? 

To whom the iwaia: Attend what you 1nquire. 
Laertes lives, the miſcrable fire, | | 380 
Lives, but impior-s of ev'ry pow'r to lay, 

The burden down, and wiſhes for the day. 

Torn from bis offspring in the eve f life, 

Torn from th' embraces of his tender wife, 

Sole, and all comfortleſs, he waſtes away 385 
Old age, untimely poſting ere his day. 


She too, tad mother! for U yil-s loſt, 


Pin'd out her boom, and van ſh'd to a ghoſt. 

(So dire a fate, ye righteous Gods avert, 

From ev'ry friend ly, ev'ry feeling heart!) 390 
While yet ſhe was, tho' clauded oer with grief, 

Her pleaſing conv: rſe miniſter'd relief: 

With Climene, her yonngelt daughter, bred, 

One root contain'd us, ard one table ted, | 

But when the ſottly-ſtealing pace of time 395 
Crept on from childhood into youth ful prime, 

To Samos if]: the ſent the wedded fair; 

Me to the fields, to tend the rural care; 

Array'd in garments her own hands had wove, 
Nor leſs the darling obj-& of her love. 400 


Her hapleſs death my brighter days o'ercaſt, 


Yet provideuce deſerts me not at laſt; 
My preſent lat ours food and drink procure, 
And more, the pleaſure to relieve the poor, 
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Snall is the comfort from the queen to hear, 


405 
Lau elco ne news, or vex the royal ear; 
Blank and diſcountenanc'd the ſervants ſtand, 
Nor dare to queſtion where the proud command: 
No profit ſprings beneath uſurpin;: pow rs; 
Want feeds not there, where luxury devours, 410 


Nor harbours charity where riot re'gns : 

Proud are the lords, and wretched are the ſwaigs. 
The ſuff ring chief at this began to melt; 

An , oh Euaizus! thou (he cries) att felt 

The ip te ot fortune too! her crucl h nd 

Sna:tch'd thee an intant from thy native lan! ! 

Snatch d from thy parents ar.ns, thy parents eyes, 

To early wants! a man of miteries ! 

Thy whole fad tory, from its firſt, declare: 

Sunk the fair city by the rage of war, 

Where once thy parents dwelt? or did they keep, 

In humbler lite, the lowing herds and theep ? 

So left perhaps to ten the flzecy triin, 

Rude pirates ſeiz d, and thipp'd thee o'er the main. 
Doom'd a fair prize to grace ſome prince s board, 425 
The worthy purchaſe of a fore gu lord. 

It then my fortunes can delight my friend, 
A ſtory truittul of events, attend: 

Another's iorr w may thy ear enjoy, 
Ard wine the lengthe:.'d intervals employ, 

Long nichts the now declining year beſtows; 
| Apart we con'tecrate to ſoft repoſe, 

A part in pleaſiug talk we entertain; 

For too much reſt itſelf becomes a pain, 

Let thote whom fl-ep invites, th- call obey, 435 
T heir carcs retuming wi h the dawaiag day: 

Here let us feat, and to the ft:a't be join'd 

Ditcourle, the tw.eter hanquet of the mad; 

R-v:ew the (-ries of our |:v2s, and taſte 


The melancholy joy of evils palt: 449 
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For he who much has ſuffer d, much will know; 
And pleas'd remembrance builds delight on wo. 
Above Ortygia lies an iſle of fame, 

Far hence remote, and Syria is the name; 

{ I here curious eyes inſerib'd with wonder trace 445 
The ſan's diurnal, and his annual race); 

Not large, but fruitful ; ſtor' d with graſs to keep 
The bellowing oxen, and the bleating theep; 
Her floping hills the mantling vines adorn, 

And her rich vall:ys wave with golden cora. 450 
No want, no famine the glad natives know, 

Nor fii:k by ſickneſs to the ſhades below; 

But when a length of years unnerves the ſtrong, 
Apollo comes, and Cynthia come along. 

They bend the filver bow with tender ſkill, 455 
And void of pain, the ſi ent arrows kill. 

Two equal tribes this fertile land divide, 

Where two fair cities riſe with equal pride. 
But both in conſtant peace one prince obey, 
And Cteſius there, my tather, holds the ſway. 460 
Freighted, it ſeems, with toys ofev'ry ſort 
A ſhip of Sidon-anchor'd in our port; 
What time it chanc'd the palace entertain'd, 
Skill'd in rich works, a voman of their land. 

This nymph, where anchor'd the Pi:cenician train, 465 
To waſh her robes deſcending to the main, 
A tmooth tongu'd ſailor won her to his mind; 
(For love deceives the belt of woman kind). 
A udden truſt from ſudden liking gr-w; 
She told her name, her race, and all ſhe knew. 
I roo (ſhe cry'd) from glorious Sidon came, 
My father Arybas, of wealthy fa ne; | 
But ſnutch'd by pirates from my native place, 
The Taphians fold me to this man's embrace. 
Haſte then (the faiſe deſigning youth r-ply'd), 455 

Haſte to thy country; love thall be thy guide: 
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Haſte to thy father's houſe, thy father's breaſt, 
For ſtill he lives, and lives with riches bleſt. 
« Swear firſt (ſhe cry'd), ye ſailors! to reſtore 
« A wretch in ſatety to her native ſhore.” 480% 
Swift as ſhe aſk'd, the ready failors ſwore. | 
| She then proceeds: Now let our compact made 
Be nor by ſignal nor by word betray”, 
Nor near me any of your crew deſery d 
By road frequented, or by fountain fide, 
Be ſilence ſtill our guard. The monarch's ſpies 
(For watchful age is ready to ſurmile) 
Are till at hand; and this, reveal'd, muſt be 
Death to yourſelves, eternal chains to me, 
Your veſſel loaded, and your traffic paſt, 
Diſpatch a wary meſſenger with haſte : 
Then gold and coſtly treaſures will I bring, 
And more, the infant offspring of the king, 
Him, child like wand'ring forth, I'll lead away, 
(A noble prize !), and to your ſhip convey, 
Thus ſpoke the dame, and homeward took the road. 
A year they traffic, and their veſſel load. 
Their ſtores complete, and ready now to weigh, 
A ſpy was ſent their ſummons to convey: 
An artiſt to my father's palace came, 
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500 
With gold and amber chains, elab'rate frame: l 
Each female eye the glitt'ring links employ, 
They turn, review, and cheapen ev'ry toy. 
He took th” occaſion as they ſtood intent, 
Gave her the ſign, and to his veſſel went. 505 


She ſtraight purſu'd, and ſeiz'd my willing arm; 
I f llow'd ſmiling, innocent of harm. 

Three golden goblets in the porch ſhe found, 
(The gueits not enter'd, but the table crown'd) ; 
Hid in her fraudful boſom, theſe ſhe bore, 


Now ſet the ſun, and darken'd all the ſhure. 
Vor. II. C 
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Arriving then, where tilting on the tides 

Prepar'd to launch the jreighted veſſel rides; 

Aboard they heave us, mount their decks, and ſweep 
With level oar along the glaſſy deep. 515 
Six calm days and fix {mooth nights we ſail, 

And conitani Jove tupply'd the gentle gale. 

The ieventh, the fraudtul wretc::. (uo cauie deſcry'd), 
Touch'd by Diaua's vengeful arrow, dy'd. | 
Down dropt the caitiff corte, a worthleis load, 520 


Down to the deep; there roll'd, the future food 
Ot fierce ſea-wolves, and monſters of the flood. 
An hapleſs infant, I remain'd behind; 
Thence gorn to Ithaca by wave and wind ; 
Sold to Laertes, by divine command, 525 
And now adopted to a foreign land, 
To him the king: Reciting thus thy cares, 

My ſecret ſoul in all thy forrows ſhares : 

But one choice bleſſing (ſuch is Jove's high will) 
Has ſweeten'd all thy bitter draught of il: . $36 
Torn from thy country to no hapleſs end, 

The Gods have, in a malter, giv'n a friend. 
Whatever frugal nature needs is thine, 

(For ſhe needs little), daily bread and wine. 
While I, ſo many wand'rings paſt and woes, 535 

Live but on what thy poverty beſtows. 
So paſs' d in pleaſing dialogue away | 
The night; then down to thort repoſe they lay; 
Till radiant roſe the meſſenger of day. 5 
Wuile in the port of Ithaca, the band 540 
Ot young Teiemachus approach'd the land; 
Their ſails they loos'd, they lath»4 the maſt aſide, 
And caſt their anchors, and the cables ty'd : 
Then on the breezy ſhore deſcending, join 
In gratefu! banquet o'er the roſy wine. 545 
When thus the prince: Now each his courſe purſue 3 
Ito che fields, and to the city you, 
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Long abſent hence, I dedicate this day 
My. ſwains to viſit, and the works ſurvey, 
Expect me with the morn, to pay the ſkies 550 
Our debt of ſaſe return, in feaſt and ſacrifice. 
Then Theoclymenus: But who thall lend, 
Meantime, protection to thy ſtranger friend? 
Straight to the queen an. palace ſhall I fly, 
Or yet more diſtant, to ſome lord apply ? 555 
The prince return'd: Renown'd in days of yore 
Has Rood our father's hoſpitable door ; 


No other roof a ſtranger ſhould receive, 
Nor other hands than ours the welcome give. 


But in my abſence riot fills the place, 5 60 
Nor bears the modeſt queen a ſtranger's face, 
From noiſeful revel tar remote the flies, 
But rarely ſeen, or ſeen with weeping eyes. 
No—let Eurymachus receive my gueſt, 
Of nature courteous, and by far the beſt, 
He wooes the queen with more reſpecttul flame, 
And emulates her former huſband's fame: 
With what ſucceſs, tis Jove's alone to know, 
And the hop'd nuptials turn to joy or wo. 

Thus ipeaking, on the right up ſoar'd in air 570 
The hawk, Apollo's ſwift wing' J meſſenger ; 
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His deathful pounces tore a trembling dove; 
1 ite clotted feathers, ſcatter? d from above, 


Between the hero and the veſſel pour 
Thick plumage, mingled with a ſanguine ſhow'r, 575 

Th' obſerving augur took the prince aſide, 
Seiz d by the hand, aud thus prophetic cry'd, 
Yon bird that dexter cuts th? acreal road, 
Roſe ominous. nor flies without a God: 
No race bvt thine ſhall Ithaca obey, 
To thine, for ages, heav'n decrees the ſway, 
Succeed the omen, Gods! (the youth rejoig'd) 
Soon ſhall my bounties ſpeak a , mind, 
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And ſoon each envy'd happineſs attend 

'The man, who calls Telemachus his friend. 585 
Then to Pirzus— Thou whom time has prov'd 

A faithful ſervant, by thy prince belov'd! 

Till we returning ſhall our gueſt demand, 

Accept this charge, with honour, at our hand. 

To this Pirzus: Joyful I obey, 590 
Well pleas'd the hoſpitable rites to pay. 

The preſence of thy gueſt ſhall beſt reward 
(It long thy ſtay) the abſence of my lord. 

With that, their anchors he commands to weigh, 
Mount the tall bark, and launch into the ſea. 595 
All with obedient haſte forſake the ſhores, 

And plac'd in order, ſpread their equal oars. 

Then from the deck the prince his ſandals takes ; 
Pois'd in his hand the pointed jav'lin ſhakes. 

They part; while leſs'ning from the hero's view, 600 
$wift to the town the well-row'd galley flew : 

The hero trod the margin of the main, 


And reach'd the manſion of his faithful ſwain, 
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B O O K XVI. 
Tus ARGUMENT. 
The diſcovery of Ulyſſes to Tele nachus. 


Telemachus arriving at the lodge of Eumaus, ſends him 
to carry Penelope the news of his return. Minerva 
appearing to Ulyſſes, commands him to diſcover bim- 

ſelf io his fon. The princes, who had lain in ambuſh 
to intercept Telemachus in his way, their project be- 
ing defeated, return to Ithaca, | 


Oon as the morning bluſh'd along the plains, 
Ulyſſes, and the monarch of the ſwains, 

Awake the ſleeping fires, their mcal prepare, 

And forth to paſture ſend the briltly care. 

The prince's near approach the dogs deſery, "I 

And fawning round his feet, confeſs their joy. 

Their gentle blandiſhment the king ſurvey'd, 

Heard his reſbunding ſep, and inſtant faid : 

Some well known friend (Eumzus) bends this way: 
His ſteps I hear; the dogs familiar play. 10 
While yet he ſpoke, the prince advancing drew 
Nigh to the lodge, and now appear'd in view. 
| C3 
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Tranſported, from his ſeat Eum æus ſprung, 

Dropp'd the full bowl, and round his boſom hung; 
K ſſing his cheek, his hand, while from his eye 15 
The tears rain'd copious in a ſhow 'r of joy. 

As ſome fond fire who ten long winters grieves, 
From foreign climes an only ſon receives, 

Child of his age), with ſtrong paternal joy 


So round the youth his arms Eumæus ſpread, 
As it the grave had giv'n him from the dead. 
And is it thou? my ever dear delight! 
O art thou come to bleſs my longing fight ! 
Never, I never hop'd to view this day, 25 
When o'er the waves you plough'd the deſp'rate way. 
Enter, my child! beyond my hopes reſtor d, 
O give theſe eyes to fealt upon their lord. 
Enter, on ſeldom ſeen ! for lawleſs pow'rs 
Too much detain thee from theſe ſy lvan bow'rs 30 
1 he prince reply d: Eumæus I obey; 
To ſeek thee, friend, I hither took my way. 
But ſay, if in the court the queen reſide 
Severely chaſte, or if commenc'd a bride ? 
Thus he: and thus the monarch of the ſwains ; ; 35 
Severely chaſte, Penelope remains, 
But loſt to ev'ry joy, ſhe waſtes the day 
In tedious cares, and weeps the night away. 
He ended, and (receiving as they paſs 
The jav'lin, pointed with a ſtar of braſs) 40 
T hey reach'd the dome; the dome with marble ſhin'd, 
His feat Ulyſſes to the prince reſign'd. 
Not ſo——(exclaims the prince with decent grace) 
For me, this houſe ſha'l find an humbler place: 


T' uſurp the honours due to ſil ver hairs 45 


And rev'rend ſtrangers, modeſt youth forbears, 
Inſtant the ſwain the ſpoils of beaſts ſupplies, 
And bids the rural throne with oſiers riſe. 


Forward he ſprings, and claſps the fav'rite boy: 20 


— — 
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There ſat the prince: the ſeaſt Eumæus ſpread ; 
And heap'd the ſhining caniſters with bread. 30 
Thick o'cr the board the plenteous viands lay, 
The frugal remnants of the farmer day. 
Then in a bowl he tempers gen rous wines, 
Around whoſe verge a mi dic ivy twines. | 
And, now the rage of thirſt and hunger fled) 55 
Thus young Ul gſſes to Eumeus ſaid. 
Whence, father, from what ſhore this ſtranger, ſay ? 
What veſſel bore him o'er the wat'ry way? 
To human ſRep our land impervious lies, | 
And round the coaſt circumfluent oceans riſe. 660 
The ſwain returns: a tale cf ſorrows hear; 
In ſpacious Crete he drew his natal air, 
Long doom'd to wander o'er the land and main, 


For heav'n has wove his thread of life with pain. 


Half breathleſs '\caping to the land, he flew 6s 
From Thelport mariners, a murd'rous crew. 

To thee, my ſon, the ſuppliant I reſign 

I gave him my protection, grant him thine, 

Hard taſk, be cries, thy virtne gives thy friend, 
Willing to aid, unable to defend, 70 
Can ſtrangers ſafely in the court reſide, 

Midſt the ſweil'd inſolence of luſt and pride? 
Ev'n | unſate: the queen in doubt to wed, 


Or pay due honours to the nuptial bed ? 


Perhaps ſhe weds regardleſs of her fame, 75 
Deaf to the mighty Ulyſizan name. 

However, ſtranger ! from our grace receive 

Such honours as befit a prince to give; 


_ Saridals, a ſword, and robes, reſpe& to prove, 


And ſafe to fail with ornaments of love. 80 ; 
Till then, thy gueſt amid the rural train 
Far from the court, from danger far, detain. 
'Tis mine with food the hun-ry to ſapply, 
And clothe the naked from th” incliment ſky, 
C4 


Here dwell in fafety from the fuitors wrongs, 
And the rude inſults of ungovern'd tongues. 
For ſhonidſt thou ſuffer, pow'rleſs to relieve 
I muſt behold. it, and can only grieve. 
The brave encompals'd by an hoftile train, 


O'erpow'r*d by numbers, is but brave in vain. 


To whom, while anger in his boſom glows, 
With warmth replies the man of mighty woes. 


Since audience mild 1s deign'd, permit my —_ 


At once to pity and reſent thy wrong. 

My heart weeps blood, to ſee a ſoul fo brave 
Live to baſe infolence of pow'r a ſlave. 

But tell me, doſt thou, prince, doſt thou behold 
And hear their midnight-revels uncontrolPd ? 
Say, do thy ſubjects in bold faction rife, 

Or prieſts in fabled oracles adviſe ? 
Or are thy brothers, who ſhould aid thy pow'r, 
Turn'd mean deſerters in the needful hour? 
O that | were from great Ulyſſes ſprung, 
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Or that theſe wither'd nerves like thine were ſtrung; 


Or, heav'ns ! might he return! (and ſoon appear 105 


He ſhall, I truſt; a hero ſcorns deſpair) ; 

Might he return, I yield my life a prey 

To my worſt foe, if that avenging day 

Be not their laſt: but ſhould I loſe my life 

Opprels'd by numbers in the glorious ftrife, 

I chuſe the nobler part, and yield my breath, 

Rather than bear diſhonour, worſe than death ; 

Than ſee che hand of violence invade 

The rev'rend ſtranger, and the ſpotleſs maid : 

Than ſee the wealth of kings conſum'd in waſte 

The drunkards revel, and the gluttons feaſt. 
Thus he, with anger flaſhing from his eye; 

Sincere the youthful hero made reply. 

Nor leagu'd in fadious arms my ſubjects riſe, 

Nor prieſts in fabled oracles adviſe; 


| 
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Nor are my brothers, who ſhould aid my pow'r, 
Turn'd mean deſerters in the needful hour. 

Ah me! I boaſt no brother; heav'n's dread king 
Gives from our ſtock an only branch to ſpring : 


Alone Laertes reign'd Arcefius? heir, 125 


Alone U:ylles drew the vital air, 
And I alone the bed connubial grac'd, 
An unbleis'4 offspring of a fire unbleſs'd! 
Each neighb'ring realm, condacive to our wo, 
Sends forth her peers, and ey'ry peer a foe; - 130 
The court proud Samos and Dulichium fills, 
A d loity Zacinth crown'd with ſhady hills, 
Ev'n Ithaca and all her lords in vade 
Th' imperial ſceptre, and the regal bed: 
The queen averſe to love, yet aw'd by pow'r, 135 
Seems half to yield, yet flies the bridal hour: 
Meantime their licence uncontroll'd I bear; 
Ev n now they envy me the vital air: | 
But heav'n will ſure revenge, and Gods there are. 
But go, Eumæus! to the queen impart 140 
Our ſate return, and eaſe a mother's heart. 
Yet ſecret go; for aum rous are my foes, 
And here at leaſt I may in peace repoſe. 
To whom the ſwain: I hear, and k obey: 
But old Laertes weeps his life away, 143 
And deems thee loſt: ſhall I my ſpeed employ 
To bleſs his age, a m-[[enger of joy? 
The mournful hour that tore his fon away, 
Sent the ſad fire in ſolitude to (tray ; | 
Yet buſied-with his ſlaves, to eaſe his wo, 150 
He dreſs'd the vine, and bade the garden blow, 
Nor food nor wine refus'd : but ſince the day 
That you to Pylos plough'd the wat'ry way, 
Nor wine nor food he taſtes; but ſunk in woes, 


Wild ſprings the vine, no more the garden blows, 155 
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Shut from the walks of men, to pleaſure loſt, 
Penſive and pale, he wanders, half a ghoſt, 

Wretched old man! (with tears the prince returns). 
Yet ceaſe to go what man fo bleſs'd but mourns ? 
Were ev'ry with indulg'd by fav'ring ſkies, 160 
This hour ſhould give Ulyſſes to my eyes. - 
But to the queen with ſpeed diſpatehful bear 
Our ſafe return, and back with ſpeed repair: 

And let ſome handmaid of her train reſort 
To good Laertes in his rural court. 165 

While yet he ſpoke, impatient of delay 
He brac'd his ſandals on, and ſtrode away. 

Then from the heav'ns the martial goddeſs flies 
Through the wide fields of air, and cleaves the ſkies; 
In form, a virgin in ſoft beauty's bloom, 170 
Skill'd in th” illuſtrious labours of the loom, 

Alone to Ithacus ſhe ſtood diſplay'd, 

But unapparent as a viewleſs ſhade 

Eſcap'd Telemachus: (the pow'rs above, 

Seen or unſeen, o'er earth at pleaſure move.) 175 
The dogs intelligent confeſs the tread 

Of pow'r divine, and howling, trembling fled. 

The Goddeſs, beck*ning, waves her deathleſs hands; 
Dauntleſs the king before the goddeſs ſtands. 

Then why, (the laid), O favour'd of the ſkies! 180 
Why to thy go.{like ſon this long diſguiſe ? 

Stand forth reveal'd : with him thy cares employ 
Againſt thy foes; be valiant, and deftroy ! 

Lol deſcend in that avenging hour, 
| To combat by thy fide, thy guardian pow'r. 185 

She ſaid, and o'er him waves her wand of gold: 

Imperial robes his manly limbs infold : 

At once with grace divine his frame improves; 

At once with majeſty enlarg'd he moves: 

Youth flaſh'd his redd'ning cheek, and from his brows 
A length of hair in ſable ringlets flows; 1 
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His black ning chin receives a deeper ſhade: 
Then from his eyes upſprung the warrior- maid, 
The hero re- aſcends: the prince o era d 

Scarce lifts his eyes, and bows as to a God. 295 
Then with ſurpriſe (ſurpriſe chaſtis'd by fears), 
How art thou chang'd . (hecry'd), a God — ! 
Far other veſts thy limbs majeſtic grace! 
Far other glories lighten fron thy face! 
If heav'n he thy abode, with pions care 200 
Lo! I the ready ſacrifice prepare; 
Lo! gifts of labour®d gold adorn thy ſhrine, 
To win thy grace: O fave us, pow'r divine! 

Few are my days, Ulyſſes made reply, 
Nor l, alas! deſcendent of the ſky, 205 
I am thy father. O my fon, my ſon! 
That father, for whoſe ſake thy days have run 
One ſcene of wo; to endleſs cares conſign'd, 
And outrag'd by the wronys of baſe m.inkind. 

Then ruſhing to his arms, he kits'd his boy 210 
With the ſtrong raptures of a parent's joy. 
Tears bathe his cheek, and tears the ground bedew : 
He ſtrain'd him clote, as to his breaſt he grew. 
Ah me! (exclaims the prince with fond deiire), 
Thou art not——no, thou canit not be my ſire, 215 
Heav'n ſuch illuſion only can impoſe, 
By the tal e joy to aggravate my woes, 
Who but a Gol can change the gen'ral doom, 
And give to wither'd age a youthſul bloom? 
Late, worn with years, in weeds obſcene you trod; 220 
Now, cloth'd iu maj:Ry, you move a God 
Forbear, he cry'd; tor heav'n reſerve that name, 

Give to thy father but a father's claim: 
Other Ulyſfes thilt thou never ſee; 
I am Uiyfles, I (my ton) am he. 220 
Twice ten ſad years o'er earth and ocean toſt, 


Tis giv'n at length to view my native coaſt, 
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Pallas, uncenquer d maid, my frame ſurrounds 
With grace divine; her pow'r admits no bounds : 


Now ſtrong as youth, magnificent I tread. 
The Gods with eaſe frail man depreſs or raiſe, 
Exa'it the lowly, or the proud debaſe. 


He ſpoke and fat. The prince with tranſport flew, 


Hung round his neck, while tears his cheek bedew; 
Nor leſs the father pour'd a ſocial flood? 236 
They wept abundant, and they wept aloud, 

As the bald eagle with fierce ſorrow ſtung, 

Or parent vulture, mourns her raviſh'd young; 


1 hey cry, they ſcream, their unfledg'd brood a prey 240 


To ſome rude churl, and borne by ſtealth away; 
So they aloud :- and tears in tiles had run, 
Their grief unfinith'd with the ſetting ſun : 

But ctecking the full torrent in its flow, 


The prince thus interrupts the ſolemn wo. 245 


What ſhip tranſported thee, O father, ſay ? | 
And what blets'd hands have oar'd thee on the way ? 
All, all, (Ulyff:s inſtant made reply), 

I tell thee all, my child, my only joy ! 

Phzacians bore me to the port aſſign'd, 250 

A nation ever to the ſtranger kind; 

Wrapt in th' embrace of fleep, the faithful train 
Oer ſeas convey'd me to my native reign : 
Embroider'd veſtures, gold, and braſs are lain 
Conceal'd in caverns in thy ſylvan ſhade. 255 
Hither, intent ti e rival rout to ſlay, 

And plan the ſcene of death, I bend my way: 

So Pallas wills But thou, my fon, explain 

The names and numbers of th' audacious train; 

'Tis a ine to judge if better toemploy 260 

Aſſiſtant force, or ſingly to deſtroy. 

Oier earth (returns the prince) reſounds thy name, 
Thy well try'd widom, and thy martial tame; 


She o'er my limbs old age and wrinkles ſhed; 230 | 


| 
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Yet at thy words I ſtart, in wonder loſt; | 
Can we engage not decads, but an hoſ ? ** 
Can we alone in furious battle ſtand 
Againſt that num'rous and determin'd band? 
Hear then their numbers: From Dulichium came 
Twice twenty fix, all peers of mighty name; 
Six are their menial train: twice twelve the boalt 270- 
Of Samos: twenty from Zacynthus coaſt : 
And twelve our country's pride; to theſe belong 
M don and Phemius (kiil'd in heav'nly ſong. 
Two ſew's trom day to day the revels wait, 
Exact of taſte, and ſerve the feaſt in ſtate. 275 
With ſuch a toe th\,unequal fizht to try, 
Were by falſe courage unreveng'd to die. 
Then what athitant pow'rs you boaſt, relate, 
Ere yet we mingle in the ſtern debate. 
Mark well my voice, (Ulyſſes ſtraight replies): 280 


What need ot aids, if favour'd by the ſkies; 


If ſhielded to the dreadful fight we move, 


By mighty Pallas, and by thund' ring Jove? 


Sufficient they ( Telemachus rejoin'd) 
Againſt the banded pow'rs of all mankind : 285 
They, high enthron'd above the rolling clouds, 
Wither the ſtrength of man, and awe the Gods, 


Such aids expect, he cries, when ſtrong in * 

We riſe terrific to the taſk ot fight. 

But thou, when morn ſalutes th' aereal plain, 290 
The court reviſit and the lawleſs train: 

Me thither in diſguiſe Eumeas l-ads, 
An aged mendicant in tatter'd weeds, 

There, if baſe ſcorn inſult my rev'rend age, 

Bai ic, my ſon ! repreſs thy riling rage. 295 
It vutrag'd, ceaſe that outrage to repel ; 

Bear it, my ton ! howe'er thy heart rebel. 

Yet ſtrive y pray'r and counſel to reſtrain 

Their lavleis iniults, though thou ſtrive in vain: 
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Fur wicked ears are deaf to wiſdom's call, 300 
And vengeance ſtrikes whom heav'n has doom'd to fall. 
Once more attend: When“ ſhe whoſe pow'r inſpires 
1 he thinking mind, my foul to vengeance fires, 
I give the ſign ; that inſtant, from beneath, 
| Aloft convey the inftraments of dexth, 305 
Armour and arms; and, if miſtruſt ariſe, 
Thus veil the truth in plauſible diſguiſe. 

«© Theſe glitt'ring weapons, ere he ſail'd to Tren 
« Ulyſſes vie w'd with ſtern heroic joy; 
Then beaming oer th illumin'd wall they ſhone: 3 10 
«© Now duſt diſhonours, all their luſtre gone. 
« I bear them hence (ſo Jove my ſoul inſpires) 
From the pollution of the fuming fires; 
„ Leſt when the bowl inflames, in vengeful mood 
Je ruſſ to arms, and ſtain the faſt with blood: 315 
Oft ready ſwords in luckleſs hour incite | 
© The hand of wrath, and arm it tor the fight,” 

Such be the plea, and by the plea deceive: 
For Jove infatuates all, and all believe. 
Yet leave for each of us a ſword to wield, 220 
A pointed jav'lin, and a fenceleſs ſhield. 

Bat by my blood that in thy boſom glows, 
By that regard a ſon his father owes : 
The ſecret, that thy father lives, retain : 
Lock'd in thy boſom trom the houſehold train; 225 
Hide it from all; ev'n from Eumæus hide, 
From my dear father, and my dearer bride, 
One care remains, to note the Joyal few 
Whoſe faith yet laſts among tne menial crew; 
And noting, ere we riſe in v engeance, prove 330 
Who loves his prince; fur fure you merit love. 

To whom the youth: To emulate [ aim 
The brave and wiſe, and my great father's fame, 
But reconſider, ſince the wiſeſt err, 
Vengeance reiolv'd, tis dang'rous to defer, 335 

Minerva. | 
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What length of time muſt we conſume in vain, 

Too curious to explor e the menial train? 

While the proud foes, induſtrious to deſtroy 

Thy wealth in riot, the delay enjoy. 

Suffice it in this exigence alone 340 

To mark the damſels that attend the throne : 

Diſpers'd the youth reſides ; their faith to prove 

Jove grants henceforth, it thou haſt ſpoke from Jove, 
While in debate they waſte the hours away, 

Th' aſſociates of the priace repaſs d the bay; 345 

With ſpeed they guide the veſſel to the ſhores; * 

With ſpeed debarking land the naval ſtores; 


Then faithful to their charge, to Clytius bear, 


And truſt the preſents to his triend!y care. 
Swift to the queen a herald flies t' impart 350 
Her ſon's return, and eaſe a parent's heart; 
Leſt a ſad prey to ever-muling cares, 
Pale grief deſtroy what time a while forbears, 

Th' uncautious herald with impatience burns, 
And cries alou l, Thy ſon, oh queen, returns. 355 
Eumzus ſage approach'd th' imperial throne, 
And breath'd his mandate to her ear alone, 
Then meaſur'd back the way. The ſuitor-band 
dtung to the ſoul, abaſh'd, confounded ſtand; 
And iſſuing from the dome, before the gate, 360 


With clouded looks, a pale afſembly fat. 


At length Eurymachus : Our hopes are vain ; 
Telemachus in triumph fails the main. 
Haſte, rear the maſt, the ſwelling ſhroud diſplay ; 
Haſte, to our ambuth'd iriends the news convey ! 365 
Scarce had he ſpoke, when turning to the ſtrand 
Amphinomus ſurvey d th aſſociate band; 
Fuli to the bay within the winding ſhores 
With gather'd ſails they ſtood, and lifted oars, 


O friends! he cry'd, elate with rifi..g joy, 370 


dee to the port ſecure the veſſel fly 
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Some God has told them, or themſelves ſurvey 
The bark eſcap'd ; and meaſure back their way. 

Siwft at the word deſcending to the ſhores, 
They moor the veſſel and unlade the ſores : 375 
*Fhen moving from the ſtrand, apart they fat, 
And fult and frequent, form'd a dire debate. 

Lives then the boy? he lives, (Antinous cries), 
The care of Gods, and fav'rite of the ſkies. 
All night we watch'd, till with her orient wheels 380 
Aurora flam'd above the eaſtern hills, 
And from the lofty brow of rocks by day 
Took in the ocean with a broad ſurvey: 
Yet ſafe he ſails ! the pow'rs celeſtial give 
To ſhun the hidden ſnares of death, and live. 398; 
But die he ſhall, and thus condemn'd to bleed, 
Be now the icene of inſtant death decreed : 
Hope ye ſucceſs? undaunted crulh the foe. 
Is he not wiſe? know this, and ſtrike the blow. 
Wait ye, till he to arms in council draws 390 
The Greeks, averſe too juſtly to our cauſe ? 
Strike, ere, the ſtates conven'd, the foe betray 
Our murd'rous ambuſh on the wat'ry way. 
Or chuſe ye vagrant from their rage to fly 
Outcaſts of earth, to breathe an unknown ſky? 395 
The brave prevent misfortunes; then be brave, 
And bury future danger in his grave. 
Returns he? ambuſh'd we'll his walk invade, 
Or where he hides in ſolitude and ſhade : 
And give the palace to the queen adow'r, 400 
Or him ſhe bleſſes in the bridal hour. 
But if ſubmiſſive you reſign the ſway, 
Slaves to a boy; go, flatter and obey. 
| Retire we inſtant to our native reign, 
Nor be the wealth of kings conſum'd in vain. 405 
Then wed whom choice approves; the queen be giv'n 
To ſome bleſs's prince, the prince decreed by heav'n. 
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Abaſh'd, the ſuitor train his voice attends ; 
Till trom his throne Amphinomus deſcends, 
Who o'er Dulichium ſtreteh' d his fpacious reign, 410 
A land of plenty, bleis'd with ev'ry grain: 
Chief of the numbers who the queen addreſt, 
And though diſpleaſing, yet diſpleaſing leaſt. 

Soft were his words; his actions wiſdom ſway'd ; 
Graceful a while he paus'd, then mildly faid. 415 
o friends, forbear ! and be the thought withſtood : 

'Tis horrible to ſhed imperial blood! 

Conſuit we firſt th” all-ſeeing pow'rs above, 

And the ſure oracles of righteous Jove. 

If they aſſent, ev'n by this hand he dies; 420 

If they forbid, I war not with the ſkies, 
He ſaid: the rival train his voice approv'd, 

And riſing inſtant to the palace mov'd. 

Arriv'd, with wild tumultuous noiſe they fat, 

| Recumbent on the ſhining thrones of ſtate. 425 

Then Medon, conſcious of their dire debates, 

The murd'rous council to the queen relates. 

Touch's at the dreadful tory the deſcends: 

Her haſty ſteps a damſel train attends, 

| Full where the dome its ſhining valves expands, 439- 

Sudden before the rival pow'rs ſhe ſtands : 

And veiling decent with a modeſt ſhade 

Her cheek, indignant to Antinous ſaid: 

O void of faith ! of all bad men the worſl 
Renown'd for wiſdom, by th' abuſe accurk ! 433 
Miſtaking fame proclaims thy gen rous mind! 

Thy deeds denote thee of the baſeſt kind. 

Wretch! to deſtroy a prince that friendſhip gives, 
While in his gueſt his murd'rer he receives: 

Nor dread ſuperior Jove, to whom belong 440 
The cauſe of ſuppliants, and revenge of wrong. 

Haſt thou forgot, (ungrateful as thou art), 

Who ſav'd thy father with a friendly part? 
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Lawleſs; he ravag'd with his martial pow'rs 
The Taphian pirates on Thefprotia's ſhores; © 445 
Enrag'd, his life, his treaſures they demand; 
Ulyſſes ſfav'd him from th” avenger's hand. 
Ard wouldſt thou evil for his good repay ? 
His bed diſhonour, and his houſe betray ? 
_ Aﬀfii@ his queen? and with a murd'rous hand 450 
Deitroy his heir? but ceaſe, tis I command, 
Far hence thoſe fears, (Eurymachus reply'd), 
O prudent princeſs ! bid thy foul confids. 
Breathes there a man who dares that hero ſlay, 
While I behold the golden light of day ? 555 
Nao: by the righteous pow'rs of heav'n I ſwear, 
His blood in vengeance ſmokes upon my ſpear, 
Ulyſſes, when my infant days I led, 
With wine ſuffic'd me, and with dainties fed: 
My gen'rous foul abhors th' ungrateful part, 460 
And my friend's ſon lives deareſt to my heart. 
Then fear no mortal arm: if heaven deſtroy, 
We ruſt reſign ; ; for man is born to die. 

Thus ideen Re 0 ended, ye c d contpir'd: 6 
Then ſorrowing, with ſad ſtep the queen retir'd, 46g 
With ſtreaming eyes all comfortleſs deplor'd, 
Touch'd with the dear remembrance of her lord ; 

Nor ceas'd, till Pallas bid her forrows fly, 
And in ſoft ſlumber ſeal'd her flowing eye. 

And now Eumzus, at the ev'ning hour, 479 

Came late returning to his fylvan how'r. 

Ulyſſes and his fon had dreſs'd with art 

A yearling boar, and gave the Gods their part, 
Holy repaſt That inſtant from the ſkies. 


The martial Goddeſs to Ulyſſes flies: 475 


She waves her golden wand, and re aſſumes 
From ev ry feature ev'ry grace that blooms; 

At once his veſtures change: at once ſhe ſheds 
Age ver his limbs, that tremble as he treads; 
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Leſt to the queen the ſwain with tranſport fly, 480 
Unable to contain th” anruly j wy - - -- | 

When near he drew, the prince breaks forth; proclaim 
What tidings, friend! what (peaks the voice of fame ? 
Say, if the ſuitors meaſure back the main, 

Or till in ambuſh thirſt for blood in vain ? 485 
Whether (he cries) they meaſure back the flood, 

Or ſtill in ambuſh thirſt in vain for blood, | 

Eſcap'd my care: where lawleſs tuitors ſway, 

Thy mandate borne, my foul diſdain'd to ſtay. 

But from th' Hermean height I caſt a view, 490 

Where to the port a bark high bonndiog flew : 

Her freight a ſhining band; with martial air 

Each pois'd his ſhield, and each advanc'd his ſpear 

And if aright theſe ſearching eyes ſurvey, 

Th' eluded ſuitors ſtem the wat ry way. 495 

The prince, weil pleas'd to diſappoint their wiles, 
Steals on his fire a glance, and ſecret ſmiles. 

And now a ſhort repaſt prepar'd, they fed, 

Till the keen rage of craving hunger fled: 

Then to repoſe withdrawn, apart they lay, 500 
And in ſoft ſleep forgot the cares of day. 
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Telemachus, returning to the city, relates to Penelope 
the ſum of his travels. Ulyſſes is conducted by Ea- 
meus to the palace, where his old dog Argus ac- 
knowledges his maſter, after an abſence of twenty 
years, and dies with ey. Eumaus returns into the 
country. and Ulyſſes remains among the ſuitors, wheſe 
behaviour is deſcribed, 


OON as Aurora, daughter of the dawn, 
Sprinkled with roſeate light the dewy lawn; 

In haſte the prince aroſe, prepar'd to part; 
His hand impatient graſps the pointed dart; 
Fair on his feet the polifh'd ſandals thine, 5 
And thus he greets the maſter of the ſwine. 

My friend, adieu: let this ſhort ſtay ſuffice ; 
I haſte to meet my mother's longing eyes, 
And end her tears, her ſorrows, and her ſighs, 
But thou attentive, what we order heed; 10 
This hapleſs ſtranger to the city lead; 
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public bounty let him there be fed, 

And bleſs the hand that ſtretches forth the bread. 

To wipe the tears from all afflicted eyes, 

My will may covet, but my power denies, 15 

If this raiſe anger in the ſtranger's thought, 

The pain of anger pun ſhes the fault: 

The very truth I undiſguis'd declare; 

For what ſo eaſy as to be finc:re ? 

To this Ulyſſes: What the prince requires zac 
Of ſwift removal, ſeconds my deſires. | 
To want like mine, the peopled town can yield 
More hopes of comfort than the lonely field. 

Nor fits my age to till the labour'd lands, 

Or ſtoop to tasks a rural lord demands. 25 
Adieu! but ſince this ragged garb can bear 

So ill th' inclemencies of morning air, 

A few hours ſpace permit me here to ſtay ; 
My ſteps Enme1s ſhall to town convey, 5 
With riper beams when Phoebus warms the day, 30 

Thus he: nor aught Telemachus reply'd, 
But left the manſion with a lofty ſtride. 
Schemes of revenge his pond'ring breaſt elate, 
Revolving deep the ſuitors ſudden fate. 
Arriving now before the imperial hall, 


He props his ſpear againſt the pillar'd wall ; 80 
Then like a lion o'er the chre hold bounds; 

The marble pavement with his ſtep reſounds: 
Eis eye firſt glanc'd where Euryclea ſpreads 

With furry ſpoils of beaſts the ſplendid bads: 


0 | 
She ſaw, ſhe wept, ſhe ran with eager pace, , 
And reachꝰd her maſter with a long embrace, 
All crouded round, the family appears, 
With wild entrancemeat, and ecſtatic tears. 
Swift from above deſcends the royal fair; 45) 
(Her beauteous cheeks the bluſh of Venus wear, : 


Chaſten d with coy Diana's penſive air); 
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Hangs o'er her ſon; in his embraces dies; 
Rains kiſſes on his neck, his face, his eyes. 

Few words ſhe ipoke, though much the had to ſay, 50 
And ſcarce theſe few, for tears, could force th: ir way, 
Light of my eyes! he comes! unhop'd-for joy ! 

Has heav'n from Pylos brought my lovely boy? 

So ſnatch'd from all our cares !— Hell, haſt thou known 

Thy father's tate? and teil me all thy own, 55 
Oh deareit, mo(: rever'd of womankind ! | 

Ceaſe with thote tears to melt a manly mind, 

(Reply d the prince) nor be our fates deplor'd, 

From death and treaſon to thy arms reſtor?d 


Co batie, and rob in white, atcend the tow?rs 60 


With all thy handmaids thank th' immortal pow'rs; 
To ev'ry God vow hecatombs to bleed, | | 
And caii Jove's vengeance on their guiity deed: 
While to th' aſſem led council I repair; 

A ranger tent by heav'n attends me there; 65 
My new een gueſt I haſte to find, 

Now to P.ræ is h nour'd charge conkgn' d. 

The mati on heard : nor was his word in vain: 
She bath d; and rob'd in white, with all her train, 
To every God vov'd hecatomos to bleed, 70 
And cali'd Jove's venzeance on the guilty deed. 
Arm'd with his lance the prince then pais'd the gate; 
Two dogs, behind, a faithful guard, await: 

Pallas his form with grace divine improves : 

The gazing croud admires him as he moves, 75 
Him, gath'ring round, the haughty ſuitors greet 
With ſemblance fair, but inward deep deceit, 

Their falſe addreſſes gen'rous he deny'd, 

Paſs'd on, and ſat by faithful Mentor's fide ; 


With Antiphus, and Halitherſe< ſage, 8 


(His father's counſellors, rever'd for age), 
Of his 04n fortunes, and Ulyſſes fame 
Much ask d the ſeniors ; till Pirzus came. 
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The ſtranger gueſt puriu'd him cloſe behind; | 
Whom when Telemachus beheld, he join'd, #5 
He (wuen Piræus ask'd for ſl ves to bring | 
The gifts and treaſures of he Spartan king) 
Thus thougattul anlwer' d: Fhote we {hall not move, 
Dark and unconſcious of the will of Jove: 
We know not yet the full event of alt: 
Stabb'd in his palace if your prince mult fall, 
Us and our houſe if treaſon mult o'erthrow, 
Better a friend poſſeſs them thau a foe ; 
If death to theſe, and vengeance heav'n decree, 
Riches are welcome then, not elſe, to me. 95 
Till then, retain the gifts — he hero ſaid, 
And in his hand the willing ſtranger led. 
Then diſarray'd the ſhining bath they iought, 
(With unguents ſmooth) of polith'd marble wrought ; 
Obedient handmaids with aflitting toil 100 
Supply the li n pid wave, and fragrant oil: 
Then o'er their limbs refulgent robes they threw, 
And freſh from bathing to their ſeats wit idrew. 
The golden ew'r a nymph attendant brings, 
Repleniſh'd from the pure tranſlucent ſprings ; 
With copious ſtreams that golden ew'r jupplies 
A ſilver laver ot capacious lize. 
They waſh; the table in fair order ſpread, 
Is piPd with viands and the ſtrength of bread. 
Full oppoſite, betore the folding gate, 
The penſive mother fits in humble ſtate ; 
Lowly the fat, and with dej ed view 
The fleecy threads her ivory fingers drew, 
The prince and ſtranger thar'd the genial feaſt, 
Till now the rage of thirſt and hunger cealt. 115 
When thus the queen: My fon! my only friend! 

Say, to my mourntul couch thail I aſcend ? 
(The couch delerted now a length of years, 

The couch tor ever water d with my tears, 
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Say, wilt thou not (ere yet the ſuitor crew 120 
Return, and riot ſhakes our walls ane w), 

Say, wilt thou not the leaſt account afford, 

The leaſt glad tidings of my abſent lord? 

To her the youth: We reach'd the Pylian plains, 
Where Neſtor, ſhepherd of his people, reigns, 125 
All arts of tenderneſs to him are known. : 
Kind to Ulyſſes? race as to his own; 

No father, with a fonder graſp of joy, 
Strains to his boſom his long-abſent boy. 
But all unknown, if yer Ulyſſes breathe, 130 
Or glide a ſpectre in the realms beneath. 
For further ſearch, his rapid Reeds tranſport 
My lengthen'd journey to the Spartan court. 
There Argive Helen I beheld, whoſe charms 
(80 heav'n decreed) engag'd the great in arms. 135 
My cauſe of coming told, he thns rejoin'd ; 
And ſtill his words live perfect in my mind. 

Heav'ns! would a ſoft, inglorious, daſtard train 
An abſent hero's nuptial joys profane 
So with her young, amid the woodland ſhades, 140 
A tim'rous hind the lion's court invades, 
Leaves in that fatal lair her tender fawns, 
And climbs the cliff, or feeds along the lawns ; 
Meantime returning, with remorſeleſs ſway 


The monarch ſava ze rends the panting prey: 145 


With equal fury, and with equal fame, 

Shall great Ulyſſes reaſſert his claim. 

O Jove! ſupreme! whom men and Gods revere! 

And thou whoſe luſtre gilds the rolling ſphere ! 
With pow'r congenial join'd, propitious aid 150 
The chief adopted by the martial maid ! 

Such to our wiſh the warrior ſoan reſtore, 

As when, contending on the Leſbian ſhore, 

His proweſs Philomelides confeſs'd, 

And loud-acclaiming Greeks the victor bleſs'd: 155 
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Then ſoon th' invaders of his bed and throne 

Their love preſumptuous thall by death atone, 

Now what ye queit:on of my ancient friend, 

With truth I aniwer; thou the truth attend. | 
Learn what I heard the “ ſea - born ieer reiate, 160 
Whoſe eye can pierce the dark recets of fate. 

Sole in an iſle, impriſon'd by the main, 

The fad furvivor of his num'rous train, 

Piyſſes lies; detain'd by magic charms, 
And pref. d unwilling in Calypio's arms. 165 
No faiiors there, no veſſals co convey, 

Nor oars to cut th' immeaſurable way 
This told Atrides, and he told no more. 
Thence ſafe I voy+g'd to my native (hore. | 

He ceas'd; nor made the penſive queen reply, 170 

But droop'd her head, and drew a ſecret ſigh. 

When Theoclymenus the ſeer began: 

Oh ſuff ring conſort of the ſuff riag man ! 

What human knowledge could, thoſe kings might tell: 
But l the ſecrets of high heav n reveal. 175 
Before the firſt of Gods be this declar d, 

Before the board whole bleſſings we have ſhar' d; 
Witneſs the genial rites, and witneſs all 

T his houfe holds ſacred in her ample wall? 

Ev'n now this inſtant great Ulyſſes laid 
At relt, or wand'ring in his country's ſhade, 
Their guiity deeds, in hearing, and in view, 
Secret revolves ; and plans the vengeance due. 

Ot this lure auguries the Gods beſtow'd, 

When firit our veſſel ancuor'd i ay your road. 185 
Succeed thoſe omens, heav'n! (the queen rejoin'd), 

80 thall our bounties tpeak a grateful mind; 

And ev'ry envy'd happineis attend 

The man that calls Penelope his friend. 
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Thus commun d they: whiie in the marble court 
(Scene of their inſolenee) the lords reſort; 191 
Athwart the ſpacious tquare each tries his art 
To whirl the diſk, or aim the miſſile dart. 

Now did the hour of ſweet repait arrive: 
And from the field the victim flocks they drive: 19; 
Medon the herald (one who pleas'd them beſt, . 
And honour d with a portion of their feaſt) 


Swift to the hall they haſte; aſide they lay 
Their garments, and ſuceinct, the victims ſlay. 
Then ſheep, and goats, and briſtly porkers bled, 
And the proud ſteer was o'er the marble ſpread. 
While thus the copious banquet they provide ; 
Along the road converſing fide by fide, 
Proceed Ulyſſes and the faithful ſwain : 205 
When thus Eumeus, gen'rous and humane, 
To town, obſervant of our lord's beheſt, 
Now let us ſpeed; my friend, no more my gueſt ! 
Yet like myſelf I wiſh'd thee here preferr'd, 
Guard of the flock, or keeper of the herd. 210 
But much to raiſe my maſter's wrath [ fear; 
The wrath of princes ever is ſevere, 
Then heed his will, and be our journey made | ? 


To bid the banquet, interrupts their play. 5 
2004 


While the broad beams of Phœbus are diſplay d, 


Or ere brown ev'ning ſpreads the chilly ſhade, 215 
Juſt thy advice (the prudent chief rejoin'd), 


And ſuch as ſuits the dictate of my mind. 


Lead on: but help me to ſome ſtaff to ſtay 
My feeble ſtep, ſince rugged is the way. 
Acroſs his ſhoulders then the ſerip he lung, 220 
Wide patch'd, and faſten'd by a twiſted thong: 
A ſtaff Eumæus gave. Along the way 
Cheerly they fare: behind, the keepers ſtay ; 
Theſe with their watchful dogs (a conitant guard) 
Supply his abſence, and attend the herd, 225 
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And now his city ſtrikes the monarch's eyes, 

Alas, how chang'd ! a man of miſeries 

Propt on a ſtaff, a beggar old and bare, 

In rags diſhoneſt, flutt'ring with the air! 

Now paſs d the rugged road, they journey down 230 
The cavern'd way deſcending to the town. 

Where, from the rock, with liquid lapie diſtills 

A limpid fount, that, ſpread in parting rifls, 

Its current thence to ſerve the city „rings; 1 
An uſeful work! adorn'd by ancient kings. 235 
Neritus, Ithacus, Polyctor there 

In ſculptur'd ſtone immortaliz'd their care, 
In marble urns recew'd it from above, 

And ſhaded with a green ſurrounding grove ; | 
Wh re filver aiders, in high arches twin'd, 249 
Drink the cool ſtream, and trembie to the wind. 
Beneath, ſequeſter'd to the nymp's, is ſcen 
A moſſy altar, deep embow'r'd in green; 

Where conſtant vows by travellers are paid, 
And holy horrors ſolemnize the ſhade. 245 

Here with his goats (not vow'd to ſacred flame, 
But pamper'd luxury) Melanthius came; 

Two grooms attend him. With an envious look 
He ey d the ſtranger, and imperious ſpoke. 

The good old proverb how this pair fulfill 250 
One rogue is uſher to another (till, 
Heav'n with a ſecret principle endu'd 
Mankind to leek their own ſimilitude. 
Where goes the ſwine- herd with that ill-look'd gueſt ? 
That giant-glutton, dreadful a: a feaſt ? 255 
Full many a poſt have thoſe broad ſhoulders worn, 
From ev'ry great man's gate repuls'd with ſcora 
To no brave prize aſpir'd the worthleſs ſwain, 

Twas but for ſcraps he ask'd, and ask'd in vain, 
To beg, than work, he better underſtands ; 260 
Or we * might take him off thy hands. 
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For any office could the flave be good, | 
To cleanſe the fold, or help the kids to food; 
I any labour thoſe big joints could learn, 
Some whey, to waſh his bowels, he might earn. 265 | 
To eringe, to whine, his idle hands to ſpread, 
Is all by which that graceleſs maw is fed. 
Yet hear me ! if thy impudence but dare 
Approach yon walls, I propheſy thy fare: 
Dearly, full dearly ſhalt thou buy thy bread, 230 
Wich many a footſtool thund'ring at thy head. 
He thus: nor inſolent ot word alone, 
Spurn d with his ruſtic heel his king unknown ; 
. Spurn'd, but not mov'd: he like a pillar ſtood, | 
Nor ſtirr'd an inch, contemptuous, from the road: 275 
. Doubtful, or with his ſtaff to ſtrike him dead, 
or greet the pavement with his worthleſs head, 
Short was the doubt; to quell his rage inur'd, | 
Tbe hero ſtood ſelf - conquer d, and endur'd. 
But hateful of the wretch, Eumeus heawv'd 280 
His hands obteſting, and this pray'r conceiv'd. 
Daughters ot Jove ! who from th' zthereal bow'rs 
;Deſcend | to ſwell the ſprings, and feed the flow'rs! 
Nymwphs of this fountain! to whoſe ſacred names | 
Our rural victims mount in blazing flames A 
To whom U yſſesꝰ piety preferr d 
Tbe yearly firſtlings of his flock and herd; | 
Succeed my wiſh; your votary reſtore : | 
Oh be ſome God his convoy to our ſhore ! 
Due pains ſhall puniſh then this flave's offence, 290 
And humble all his airs of inſolence, 
Who, proudly talking, leaves the herds at Jarge, 
Commences courtier, and neglects his charge. \ 
What mutters he (Melanthius ſharp rejoins), 
This crafty miſcreant big with dark deſigns ? 295 
"The day ſhall come, nay tis already near, 
When, ſlave! to ſell thee at a price too dear, 
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Muſt be my care; and hence tranſport thee o'er, 
A load and ſcandal to this happy ſhore.) 

On! that as ſureiy great Apollo's dart, 300 
Or ſome brave ſuitor's ſword, might pierce the heart 
Of che proud ſon, as that we ſtand this hour 

I laſting ſafety from the father's pr. 

So {poke the wretch; but ſhunniag farther fray; 
Turn'd his proud ſtep, and left them on their way. 305 
Straight to the feaſtful palace he repair d, 

Familiar enter d, and the banquet ſhar d; 

"Beneath t.urymachus, his patron-lord, 

He took his place, and plenty heap'd the board, 
| Meantime they heard, ſoft circling in the ſky, 30 
Sweet airs aſcend, and heav 'nly minſtrelſy; 

(For Phemius to the lyre attun'd the ſtrain:) 

Ulyſſes hearken'd, then addreſs'd the ſwaia, 

Well may this palace admiration claim, | 
Great, and reſpond-nt to the maſter's fame! 31 
Stage above ſtage th' imperial ſtructure ſtands, 

Holds the chief honours, and the town commands; 
High walls and battlements the covrts incloſe, 

And the ſtrong gates defy a hoſt of foes. 

Far other cares its dwellers now employ ; 320 
The throng'd aſſembly, and the feaſt of joy: 

I fee the ſmokes of ſacrifice aſpire; 

And hear (what graces ev'ry feaſt) the lyre. 

Then thus Eumzus; Judge we which were beſt; 
Amidſt yon revellers àa ſudden gueſt 32F 
Chuſe you to mingle; while behind I ſtay ? 

Or firſt ent'ring introduce the way? 

Wait for a ſpace without, but wait not long; 

This is the houſe of violence and wrong: 

Some rude inſult thy rev'rend age may bear; 330 
For like their lawleſs lords the ſervants are. 

Juſt is, oh friend! thy caution, and addreſt 
(Keply'd the chief) to 3 breaſt; 
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The wrongs and injuries of baſe mankind 
Freſh to my ſenſe, and always in my mind. 23. 
'F he bravely patient to no fortune yields; 
On rolliag oceans, and in fighting fields, 
Storms have I paſs'd, and many a ſtern debate; 
And now in humbler fcene ſubmit to fate. f 
What cannot Want? the beſt ſhe will expoſe, 340 
And I am tearn'd in all her train of woes; 
She fills with navies, hoſts, and loud alarms 
The ſea. the land, and ſhakes the world with arms! 
Thus near the gates, conferring, as they drew, 
Argus, the dog, his ancient maſter knew ; 345 
He, not unconſcious of the voice and tread, | 
Ciſts to the ſound his ear, and rears his head. 
Bred by Ulyffes, nouriſh'd at his board, 
But ah! not fated long to pleaſe his lord! 
To him his fwiftneſs and his ſtrength were vain; 350 
The voice of glory call'd him o'er the main, I 
Till then in ev'ry ſylvan chace renown'd, 
With Argus, Argus, rung the woods around; 
With him the youth purſu'd the goat or fawn, 
Or trac'd the maay lev'ret o'er the lawn. 355 
Now left to man's ingratitude he lay, 50 
Unhous'd, neg lected, in the public way; 
And where on heaps the rich manure was ſpread, 
' Obſcene with reptiles, took his ſordid bed. | 
He knew his lord; he knew, and ſtrove to meet, 360 
In vain he ſtrove, to crawl, and kiſs his feet; 
Yet (all he could) his tail, his ears, his eyes 
Salute his maſter, and confeſs his joys. 
Soft pity touch'd the mighty maſter's ſoul; | 
Adown his cheek a tear unbidden ſtole, 36s | 
Stole unperceiv'd; he turn'd his. head, and dry'd 
The drop humane: then thus impafſion'd cry'd. 
What noble beaſt in this abandon'd ſtate | 
Lies here all helpleſs. at Ulyiles' gate? 
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But ſerv'd a maiter of a nobler kind, 
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His bulk and beauty ſpeak no vulgar praiſe; 370 

If, as he ſeems, he was in better days, 

Some care his age deſerves: or was he priz'd 

For worthleſs beauty ! therefore now deſpis'd? 

sach dogs and men there are, mere things of ſtate, 

And always cheriſh'd by their friends, the great. 375 
Not Argus ſo, (Enmeus thus rejoin'd), 


Who never, never ſhall behold him more! 


Long, long ſince periſh'd on a diſtant ſhore ! 


Oh had you ſeen him, vig'rous, bold, and young, 330” 
Swift as a ſtag, and as a lion ſtrong; 

Him no fell ſavage on the plain withſtocd, 

None *icap'd him, boſom'd in the gloomy wood; 

His eye how piercing, and his ſcent how true, 


To wind the vapour in the tainted dew ! 385” 


Such, when Ulyfles left his natal coaft ; 

Now years unnerve him, and his lord is loſt! - 

The women keep the gen'rous creature bare, 

Aﬀeek and idle race is all their care: 

The maſter gone the ſervants what reſtrains? 390 
Or dwells humanity where riot reigns ? 

Jove fix'd it certain, that whatever day 

Makes man a ſlave, takes half his worth away, 

This ſaid, the honeſt herdſmen ſtrode before: 

The muſing monarch pauſes at the door. 395 
The dog, whom fate had granted to behold 

His lord, when twenty tedious years had roll'd, 

Takes a laſt look, and having ſeen him, dies; 


Zo clos'd for ever faithful Argus' eyes! 


And now Telemachus, the firſt of all, 400 
Obſerv'd Eumæus ent'ring in the hall; 


Diſtant he ſaw, acroſs the ſhady dome; 


Then gave a fign, and beckon'd him to come. 


There ſtood an empty ſeat, where late was plac'd, 
In order due, the ſteward of the tealt; 405 
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(Who now was bufied carving round the board); 
Eumeus took, and place d it near his lord. 
Before him inftant was the banquet ſpread, 
And the bright baſket pil'd with loaves of bread. 
Next came Ulyſſes, lowly at the door, 
A figure deſpicable, old, and poor, | 
In ſqualid veſts with many a gaping rent, 
Propt on a ſtaff, and trembling as he went, 
Then, reſting on. the threſhold of the gate, 
Againſt a cypreſs pillar lean'd his weight; 415 
{Smooth'd by the workman to a poliſh'd plain); 
The thoughtful ſon beheld, and call'd his ſwain: 
Theſe viands, and this bread, Eumzus ! bear, 
And let yon medicant our plenty ſhare : 


410 


Then let him circle round the ſuitors? board, 4260 


And try the bounty of each gracious lord. 
Bold let him aſk, encourag'd thus by me; 
How ill, alas. ! do want and ſhame agree? 

His lord's command the faithful ſervant bears; 
The ſeeming beggar anſwers with his pray'rs. 425 
Bleſs'd be Telemachusf in ev'ry deed. 

Infpire him, Jove! in evory wiſh. ſucceed ! 

This ſaid, the portion from his ſon convey'd 

With ſmiles receiving, on his ſerip he laid. 

Long as the minſtrel ſwept the ſounding wire, 430 
He fed, and ceas'd when filence held the lyre. 

goon as the ſuitors from the banquet roſe, 

Minerva prompts the man of mighty woes 
To tempt their bounties with a ſuppliant's art, 


And learn the gen'rous from th' ignoble heart; 435 | 


{Not but his ſoul, reſentful as humane, 

Dooms to full vengeance all th' offending train); 
With ſpeaking eyes, and voice of plaintive ſound, 
Humble he moves, imploring all around. 
The proud feel pity, and relief beſtow, | 449 
With ſuch an image touch'd of human wo; 


% 
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- Inquiring all, their wonder they confeſs, 
And eye the man, majeſtic in diſtreſs. | 
While thus they gaze and queſtion with their eyes, 
The bold Melanthius to their thought replies. 445 
My lords ! this ſtranger of gigantic port 
The good Eumeus uſher'd to your court. 
Full well | mark'd the features of his face, 
Though all unknown his clime, or noble race. 
And is this preſent, ſwineherd ! of thy hand? 450 
Bring'ſt thou theſe vagrants to infeſt the land 
| (Returns Antinous with retorted eye) ; 
| Objects uncouth, to check the genial joy. 
Enough of theſe our court already grace, : 
Of giant Romach, and of famiſh'd face. 458 
Such gueſts Eumæus to his country brings, 
To ſhare our feaſt, and lead the life of kings. 
| To whom the hoſpitable ſwain rejoin'd : 
Thy paſſion, prince, belies thy knowing mind, 
| Who calls, from diſtant nations to his own, 46 
The poor, diſtinguiſh'd by their wants alone ? 
Round the wide world are ſought thoſe men divine 
Who public ſtructures raiſe, or who deſign; 
| "hoſe to whoſe eyes the Gods their ways reveal, 
Or bleſs with ſalutary arts to heal; 465 
But chief to poets ſuch reſpe& belongs, 
| By rival nations courted for their ſongs; 
| Theſe ſtates invite, and mighty kings admire, 
Wide as the ſun diſplays his vital fire. 
It is not fo with want ! how few that feed 470 
| A wretch unhappy, merely for his need? 
[ Unjuſt to me and all that ſerve the ſtate, 
| To love Ulyſſes is to raiſe thy hate. 
| For me ſuffice the approbation won 
Of my great miſtreſs, and her godlike ſon, 474 
To him Telemachus: No more incenſe 
The man by nature prone to inſolegce : 
Ds 
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Injurious minds juſt anſwers but provoke — 

Then turning to Antinous, thus he ſpoke. 

Thanks to thy care' whoſe abſolute command 480- 

Thus drives the ſtranger from our court and land, 

Heav'n bleſs its owner with a better mind! 

From envy ſree, to charity inclin'd. 

This both Penelope and I afford: \ 

Then, prince | be bounteous of Ulyſſes' board. 485 

To give another's is thy hand ſo flow ? 

do much more ſweet, to ſpoil, than to beſtow ? 
Whence, great Telemachus! this lofty ſtrain ? 

(Antinous. cries with inſolent diſdain), 


Portions like mine if ev'ry ſuitor gave, 490 


Our walls this twelvemonth ſhould not fee the ſlave. 
He ſpoke, and lifting high above the board 

His pond'rous lootſtool, ſhook it at his lord. | 

The reſt with equal hand conferr'd the bread”; J 

He fill'd his ſerip, and to the threſhold ſped; 58 

But firſt before Antinaus ſtopt, and ſaid. 

Beſtow, my friend! thou · doſt not ſeem the worſt 

Of all the Greeks, but prince - like and the firſt 

Then as in dignity, be firſt in worth, 

And I ſhall praiſe thee thro” the boundleſs earth. 500: 

nee I enjoy d in luznry of ſtate 

W hate'er gives man the envy'd name of great; 

Wealth, ſervants, friends, were mine in better days; 

And boſpitality was then my praiſe; 

In ev'ry ſorrowing ſoul I pour'd delight, 505 

And poverty ſtood ſmiling in my fight. 

But Jove, all governing, whoſe only will 

Determines fate, and mingles good with ill, 

Sent me (to punifh my purſuit of gain) 

With roving pirates o'er th' Egyptian main. 310 

By Kgypt's filver flood our ſhips we moor; 

Guz ſpies commiſſion's ſtraight the coaſt explore, 
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Pit impotent of mind, with lawleſs will 
The country ravage, and the natives kill, 
The ſpreading clamour to their city flies, 513 


And horſe and foot in mingled tumult riſe: 


The redd'ning dawn reveals the hoſtile fields 


Horrid with hriſtly ſpears, and gleaming ſhields : 


We turn'd to flight; the gath' ring vengeance ſpread 
On all parts round, and heaps on heaps lay dead. 
Some few the foes in ſervitude detain; + | 
Death ill exchang'd for bondage and for pain 
Unhappy mea Cyprian took aboard, | 
And gave to Dmetor, Cyprus' haughty lord: 525 
Hither, to ſcape his chains, my courſe I ſteer, 
Still curs'd by fortune, and inſuſted here! 

To whom Antinous thus his rage expreſt. 
What God has plagu'd us with this gormand gueſt ? 


Jove thunder'd on their ſide ; our guilty head 48 


Another iſle, than Cyprus more unkind; 
Another XAgypt, ſhait thou quickly find. 
From all thou begg'ſt, a bold audacious flavez * 
Nor all can give ſo much as thou canlt crave. | | 
Nor wonder I, at ſuch profuſion ſhown; 535 
Shameleſs they give who give what's not their own. 
The chief, retiring : Souls, like that in thee, 
lil ſuit ſuch forms of grace and dignity. 
Nor will that hand to utmoſt need afford 
The ſmalleſt portion of a waſtetul board, 54% 
Whoſe luxury whole patrimonies ſweeps, 
Yet ſtarving want, amid{ the riot, weeps. 
The haughty ſuitor with reſentment burns, 
And fourly ſmiling, this reply returns 
Take that, ere yet thou quit this princely throng : a 


Unleſs at diitance, wr:tch ! thou keep behind, 5 s 


And dumb for ever be thy ſland'rous tongue ! 
He ſaid, and high the whirling tripo:) lung. 
His ſhoulder blade receiv'd th' ungentle ſhock ; 
He itood, and mov'd not, like a marole rock; 
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But ſhook his thoughtful head, nor more complain'd, 350 


Sedate of ſoul, his character ſuſtain'd, 
And inly form'd revenge : then back withdrew; 


Before his feet the well fill'd ſcrip he threw, 

And thus with ſemblance mild addreſs'd the crew. 
May what I ſpeak your princely minds approve, 555 
Ye peers and rivals in this noble love ! | 

Not for the hurt I grieve, but for the cauſe. 

If, when the ſword our country's quarrel draws, 

Or if defending what is juſtly dear, 


From Mars impartial ſome broad wound we bear, 560 g 


The gen'rous motive dignifies the ſcar. 

But for mere want, how hard to ſuffer wrong ? 
Want brings enough of other ills wg 

Yet if injuſtice never be ſecure, 


If fiends revenge, and Gods aſſert the poor, 365 


Death ſhall lay low the proud aggreſſor's head, 
And make the duſt Antinous' bridal bed 

Peace, wretch ! and eat thy bread without offence, 
(The ſuitor cry'd), or force ſhall drag thee hence, 


Scourge thro? the public ſtreet, and eaſt thee there, 570 


A mangled carcaſe for the hounds to tear. 

- His furious deed the gen'ral anger mov'd, 
All. ev'n the worſt, condemn d; and fome reprov'd. 
Was ever chief for wars like theſe renown'd ? 
III firs the ſtranger and the poor to wound, 575 
Unbleſs'd thy hand if in this low diſguiſe 
Wander, perhaps, ſome inmate of the ſkies; 
| They, (curious oft of mortal actions) deign. 

In forms like theſe, to round the earth and main, 

Jnſt and.mjuſt recording in their mind, 380 
And with ſure eyes inſpecting all mankind. 
- Telemachus, abſorpt in thought ſevere, 
Nouriſh'd deep anguiſh, tho? he ſhed no tear; 
Aut the dark brow of filent ſorrow ſhook ; 
While thus his mother to her virgins ſpoke: 
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on him and his may the bright God of day 
« That baſe, inhoſpitable blow repay!” 

The nurſe replies: If Jove receives my prayr, 

«© Not one ſurvives to breathe to-morrow's air. 8 

All, all are foes, and miſchief is their end; 590 
Antinous moſt to gloomy death a friend, 

(Replies the queen) ; the ſtrarger begg'd their grace, 
And melting pity toften'd ev'ry face; 

From ev'ry other hand redreſs he found, 

But fell Antinous anſwer'd with a wound, 593 
Amidſt her maids thus ſpoke the prudent queen, 
Then bade Eumzus call the pilgrim in. 
Much of th' experienc'd man | long to hear, 
If or his certain eye, or liſt ning ear 
Have learn'd the fortunes of my wand'ring lord? 606 
Thus ſhe, and good Eumeus took the word. 

A private audience if thy grace impart, 

| The ſtranger's words may eaſe the royal heart, 

His ſacred eloquence in balm diſtils, 

And the footh'd heart with ſecret pleaſure fills, 64 
Three days have ſpent their beams, three nights haverun 
Their filent journey, ſince his tale begun, 

Unfiniſh'd yet; and yet I thirſt to hear! 

As when ſome heav'n- taught poet charms the ear, 
(Suipending ſorrow with celeſtial train 610 
Breath'd from the Gods to ſoften human pain), 

Time ſteals away with unregarded wing, 

And the foul hears him, tho? he ceaſe to ſing. 

Ulyſſes late he ſaw, on Cretan ground, 

(His father's gueſt), tor Minos birth renown'd, 613 
He now but w1its the wind, to waft him o'er, | 
With boundlcfs treaſure, from Thef;rotia's ſhore, 

To this the queen: The wand'rer let me hear, 
While yon luxurious race indulge their cheer, | 
Devour the grazing or and browzing goat, 620 

and turn my gex'rous vintage down their throat, 


„ HOMER ODYSSEY. R m 
For where's an arm, like thine, Ulyſſes! ſtrong, 
To curb wild riot, and to puniſh wrong? 

She ſpoke. Telemachus then ſneez'd aloud ; 
Conſtrain'd, his noſtril echo'd thro' the crond. 625 
The ſmil'ng queen the happy omen bleſs'd : 

«© $o may theie impious fall, by fate oppreſs' d!“ 
Fhen to Fumzus: Bring the ſtranger, fly! 

And if my queſtions meet a true reply, | 
Grac'd with a decent robe he ſhall retire, 630 
A gift in ſeaſon which his wants require. 

Thus ſpoke Penelope. Fumzvs flies 

In duteons haſte, and to Ulyſſes cries : 

The queen invites thee, venerable gueſt! 

A ſecret inſtin& moves her troubled breaſt, 635 
Of her long abſent lord from thee to gain 

Some light, and ſooth her ſouPs eternal pain, 

It true, if faithful thou, her grateful mind 

Of decent robes a preſent has deſignꝰd: 

So finding favour'in the royal eye, 640 
Thy other wants her ſubje cts {hall ſupply. 

Fair truth alone (the patient man reply d) 

My words ſhall dictate, and my lips ſhall guide. 
To him, to me, one eommon lot was giv'n, 

In equal woes, alas ! involv'd by heavn. 645 
Much of his fates I know; but check'd by fear 
ſtand: the hand of violence is here: 

Here boundleſs wrongs the ſtarry ſkies invade, 

And in jur'd iuppliants ſee k in vain for aid. 

Let for a ſpace the penſive queen attend, 650 
Nor claim my ſtory till the ſun deſcend ; 
Then in ſuch robes as ſuppliants may require, 
Compos'd and cheerful by the genial fire, 

When loud uproar and lawleſs riot ceaſe, 

Shall her pleas'd ear receive my words in peace. 653 
Iwift to the queen returns the gentle ſwain: 
And ſay, (ile cries), does fear gr ſhame, detain 
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The cautious ſtranger? With the begging kind 
Same ſuits but ill. Eu eus thus rejoin'd, | 

He only aſks a more propifious hour, 660 
And ſhu s (who would not?) wicked men in pow'r ;. 
At ev'ning mild (meet ſeaſon to confer) 
By turns to queſtion, and by turns to hear. 

| Whoever this gueſt, (the prudent queen replies), 
His ev'ry ſtep and ev'ry thought is wiſe, 665; 
For men like theſe on earth he ſhall not find, 
In all the miſcreant race of humankind, 

Thus the. Eumeus all her words attends;. 
And parting, to the ſuitor-pow'rs defcends; 
There ſeeks Telemachus, and thus apart 670. 
In whiſpers breathes the fondneis of his heart. 

The time, my lord, invites me to repair 
Hence to the lodge ; my-charge demands my care. 
Theſe ſons of murder thirſt thy life to take; 
O guard it, guard it, for thy ſervant's ſake !' 67:5: 

Thanks to my friend, (he cries) ; but now the hour 
Of night draws on, go ſeek the rural bow'r: 
But firſt refreſh-: and at the dawn of day 
Hither a victim to the Gods convey. 
Our life to heav'n's immortal pow'rs we truſt; 680 
Safe in their care, for beav'n protects the juſt. 

Obſervant of his voice, Eumæus ſat 
And fed recumbent on a chair of Rate. 


Then inſtant role, and as he mov d, along 3 
*Twas riot all amid the ſuitor - throng, 55 
They feaſt, they dunce, and raiſe the mirthful ſong. J 


Till now declining tow'rd the cloſe of day, 
The ſun obliquely ſhot his dewy ray. 
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The fight of Ulyſſes and Irus. 


The beggar res infults Ulyſes: the ſuitors promote the 


quarrel, in which Irus is worſted, and miſerably hand- 
led. Penelope deſcends, and receives the preſents of 
the ſuitors, The dialogue of Ulyſes with Euryma- 


We fix'd in thought the penſive hero ſat, | 
A mendicant approach'd the royal gate; | 

A ſurly vagrant of the giant kind, 

The ſtain of manhood, of a coward mind: 
From feaſt to feaſt, inſatiate to devour 
He flew, attendant on the genial hour. 

Him on his mother's knees, when babe he lay, 
She nam'd Arnzus on his natal day: 

But Irus his affociates call'd the boy, 
PraQtis'd the common meſſenger to fly; 


Icus, a name expreſſive of th* employ, 
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From his own roof, with meditated blows, F 
He ſtrove to drive the man of mighty woes, | 

[ Hence dotard, hence ! and timely ſpeed thy way, 

Leſt. dragg'd in vengeance, thou repent thy ſtay ; 123 

See how with nods aſſent yon princely train! | 

But honouring age, in mercy | refrain: 

| Ta peace away! leſt, if perſuaſiens fail, 

Ihis arm with blows more eloquent prevail. 

To whom, with ern regard: O inſolence, 20 

Indecently to rail without offence ! 

What bounty gives, without a rival ſhare 

| J aſk, what harms not thee, to breathe this air: 

Alike on alms we both precarious live: | 

And canſt thou envy, when the great relieve? 25 

Know from the bounteous heav'ns all riches flow, 

And what man gives, the Gods by may beſtow : 

Proud as thou art, henceforth no more be proud, 

Leſt I imprint my vengeance in thy blood; | 

Old as I am ſhould once my fury burn, 30 

How wouldſt thou fly, nor even in thought return 

Mere woman-glutton ! (thus the churl reply d), 

A tongue ſo flippant, with a throat ſo wide! 

Why ceaſe I, Gods! to daſh thoſe teeth away, 

Like fome vile boar's, that greedy of his prey 30 
| Uproots the bearded corn ? rife, try the fight, 

| Sird well thy loins, approach, and feel my might: 
Sure of defeat, before the peers engage ; 

Unequal fight! when youth contends with age! 

Thus in a wordy war their tongues diſplay * 

More fierce intents, preluding to the fray: 

Antinous hears, and in a jovial vein, 

Thus with loud laughter to the ſuitor · train. 

This happy day in mirth, my friends, employ, 

And lo! the Gods conſpire to crown our joy. Af 

See ready for the fight, and hand to hand, 

Yon ſurly mendicants contentious Rand : 
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Why urge we not to blows ! Well pleas'd they ſpring 
_ Swift trom their ſeats, and thick'ning form a ring. 
, To whom Antinous: Lo! enrich d with blood, 30 
A kid's well-fatted entrails (taſteful food!) 
On plowing embers lie; on him beſtow 
The choiceſt portion who ſubdues his foe ; 


Grant him unrival d in theſe walls to ſtay, 


The ſole attendant on the genial day. 55 
The lords applaud : Ulyſſes then with art, 
And fears well feign'd, diſguis'd his dauntleſs heart; 
Worn as 1 am with age, decay'd with wo, 
Say, is it baſeneſs to decline the foe ? 
Hard confli&t ! when calamity and age 6 
With vig'rous youth, unknown to cares, engage! 
Yet, feartul ot diſgrace, to try the day 
Imperious hunger bids, and I obey: 
But ſwear, impartial arbiters of right, 
swear to ſtand neutral, while we cope in fight, 65 
The peers affent : when ſtraight his ſacred head 
Telemachus uprais'd, and ſternly ſaid. 
Stranger, if prompted to chaſtiſe the wrong 
Of this bold inſolent, confide, be firong! 
Th injurious Greek that dare attempt a blow, 70 
That inftant makes Telemachus his foe ; 
And theſe “ my friends ſhall guard the ſacred ties 
Of hoſpitality, for they are wiſe. 
Then girding his ſtrong loins, the king prepares 
To cloſe in combat, and his body bares; 75 
Broad ſpread his ſhoulders, and his nervous thighs 
By juſt degrees. like well- turn'd columns, rife; 
Ample his cheſt, his arms are round and long, 
And each ſtrong joint Minerva knits more ſtrong, 
(Attendant on her chief): the ſuitor-croud 80 
With wander gaze, and gazing ſpeak aloud, 
Trus ! alas! ſhall Irus be no more 
Mack fate impends, and this th' avenging hour: 
® Antinous and Eurymachus. 
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Gods ! how his nerves a matehleſs ſtrength proclaim; 
Swell o'er his well · ſtrung limbs, and brace his frame ! 
Then pale with fears, and ſick' ning at the fight, 86; 
They dragg'd th' unwilling Jrus to the fight; 

From his blank viſage fled the coward blood, 


And his fleſh trembled as aghaſt he ſtood, 


O that ſuch baſeneſs ſhould diſgrace the light! ge 
O hide it, death, in everlaſting might | 
(Fxclaims Antinous), can a vig'rous foe 
Meanly decline to combat age and wo ? 
But hear me, wretch ! if recreant in the fray, 
That huge bulk yield this ill: conteſted day, 95 
Inſtant thou ſail'ſt, to Echetus refign'd ; 
A tyrant, fiercelt of the tyrant-kind, 
Wio caſts thy mangled ears and noſe a prey 
To hungry dogs, and lops the man away. 
While with indignant ſcorn he ſternly ſpoke, 
me ev'ry joint the trembling Irus ſhook; 


100 


Now front to front each frowning champion ſtands, 


And poiſes high in air his adverſe han s. 

The chief yet doubts, or to the ſhades below 

To fell the giant at one vengeful blow,” 105 
Or ſave his life; and ſoon his life to ſave 

The king reſolves, for mercy ſways the brave. 


That inſtant Irus his huge arm extends, 


Full on his ſhoulder the rude weight deſcends : 
The ſage Ul) ies, fearful to diſcloſe 0 110 
The hero latent in the man of woes, 

Check'd half his might; yet riſing to the ſtroke, 
His jaw- bone daſh'd; the craſhing jaw bone broke: 
Down dropp d he ſtupid from the ſtunning wound; 
His feet extended, quiv'ring, beat the ground; 115; 


His mouth and noſtrils ſpout a purple flood ; 


His teeth, all ſhatter'd, ruſh immvx'd with blood. 
The peers, tranſported, as outſtretch'd he lies, 
With burſts of laughter rend the vaulted ſkies. 


Then dragg'd along, all bleeding from the wouad, 

His length of carcaie trailing prints the ground; 121 

Rais'd on his feet, again he reels, he f- Ils. 

Till propp'd, rechining on the palace - walls: 

Then to his hand a ſtaff the victor gave, 

And thus with juſt reproach addrefs d the ſl we. 125 
There terrible, affizht the dogs, and reign 

A dreaded tyrant o'er the beſtial train! 

- But mercy to the poor and ſtranger ſhow, 

Leſt heav'n in vengeance ſend ſome mightier wo. 
Scornful he ſpoke, and o'er his ſhoulders flung 130 

The broad patch'd ſerip; the ſcrip in tatters bong 

Ill join'd, and knotted to a twiſted thong. 

Then, turning ſhort, diidain'd a further ſtay, 

But to the palace meaſur'd back the way. 

There as he reſted, gath'ring in a ring 133 

'Fhe peers with ſmiles addreſs'd their unknown king. 
Stranger, may Jove, and all th' aereal pow'rs, 

With ev'ry bleſſing crown thy happy hours! 

Our freedom to thy proweſs'd arm we owe 

From bold mtruſion of thy coward foe; 140 

Inſtant the flying ſail the ſlave ſhall wing 

To Echetus, the monſter of a king. 
While pleas'd he hears, Antinous bears the food, 

A kid's well fatted entrails, rich with blood: 

The bread from canilters of ſhining mold 144 

Amphinomus ; and wines that laugh in gold: 

And oh ! (he mildiy cries), may heav'n Gilplay 

A beam of glory o'er thy future day ! 

Alas! the brave too oft is doom'd to bear 


The gripes of poverty, and ſtings of care. 150 


To whom with thought mature the king replies: 
The tongue ſpeaks wiſely, when the ſoul is wile; 
Such was thy father! in imperial ſtate, 

Great without vice, chat oft attends the great: 
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Hor from the fire art thou, the ſon, declin'd; 155 

Then hear my words, and grave them in thy mind } 

Of all that breathes. or grov'ling creeps on earth, 

Moſt vain is man ! calamitous by birth. 

Te-day with pow'r elate, in ſtrength he blooms ; . 

The haughty creature on that pow'r preſumes : 160 

Anon from heav'n a fad reverſe he feels; | 

Untaught to bear, gainſt heav'n the weetch rebels, 

For man is changeful, as his bliſs or wo; 

Too high when proſp'rous, when diſtreſs d too low. 

There was a day, when with the ſcornful great 165 

I ſwell'd in pomp and arrogance of ſtare ; 

Proud of the pow'r that to high birth belongs; 

And usꝰd that pow'r to jultity my wrongs. uo 

Then let not man be proud: but firm of mind, 

Bear the beſt hun bly, and the worſt refign'd ; 170 
Be dumb when heav'n afflicts! unlike yon train 

Of haughty ſpoilers, inſolently vain; 

Who make their queen and all her wealth a prey: 

\ But vengeance and Ulyſſes wing their way. 

O mayſt thou, favour'd oy ſome guardiau pow'r, 175 

Far, far be diſtant in that deathful hour ! 

For ſure I am, if ſtern Ulyſſes breathe, | 

Theſe lawleſs riots end in blood and death. 
Then to the Gods the roſy juice he pours, 

And the drain'd goblet to the chief reitores, 180 

Stung to the ſoul, o'ercaſt with holy dread, 

He ſhook the graceful honours of his head ; 

His boding mind the future wo foreſtalls: 

In vain! by great Telemachus he falls, 

For P llas ſeals his doom : all fad he turns 183 

To join the peers; reſumes his throne, and mourns, 
Meanwhile Minerva with iuſtinctive fires 

Thy ſoul, Penelope, from heav'n inſpires ; 

With flatt'ring hopes he ſuitors to betray, 

And ſeem to meet, yet fly, the bridal day; 190 
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Thy huſb.ind's wonder, and thy ſon's, to raiſe, 
And crown the mother and the wife with praiſe, 
Then, while the ſtreaming ſorrow dims her eyes, 

Thus with a tranſient ſmile the matron cries : 
Eurynome ! to go where riot reigns 195 

J feel an impuile, though my ſoul diſdains ; 5 

To my lov'd fon the ſnares of death to ſhow, 

And in the traitor friend unmaſk the foe; 

Who ſmooth of tongue, in purpole inſincere, 

Hides fraud in imiles, while death is ambuſh'd there. | 
Go warn thy ſon nor be the warning vain, 201 
{Reply'd the ſageſt of the royal train), | 

But bath'd, anointed, and adorn'd deicend ; 
Pow'rtul of charms, bid ev'ry grace attend; 
The tide of flowing tears a while ſuppreſs; 205 
Tears but indulge the ſorrow, not repreſs, 
Some joy remains: to thee a ſon is giv'n, 
Such as in fondneſs parents atk of heav'n. 
Ah me! forbear, returns the queen, torbear ; 
Oh! talk not, talk not of vain beauty's care! 210 
No more I bathe, ſince he no longer ſees 
Thoſe charms, for whom alone | with to pleaſe. 
The day that bore Ulyſſes trom this coaſt, 
Blaſted the little bloom theſe cheeks could boaſt. 
But inſtant bid Autonoe deſcend, 215 
Inſtant Hippodame our ſteps attend; A 

IIl ſuits it f-male virtue, to be ſeen | 
Alone, indecent, in the walks of men. 

Then while Eurynome the mandate bears, 

From heav'n Minerva thoots with guardian cares: 220 
O'er all her ſenſes, as the couch ſhe preſt, 

She pours a pleaſing, deep, and deathlike reſt, 

With ev'ry beauty every feature arms, 

Bids her cheeks glow, and lights up all her charms, 
In her love-darting eyes awakes the fires, 225 | 
(Immortal gifts! ro kindle ſoft deſires), 
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From limb to limb an air majeſtic ſheds, 
And the pure iv'ry o'er her boſon ſpreads. 

Such Venus ſhines, when with a meaſur d bound 
she ſmoothly gliding ſwims th harmonious round, 236 
When with the Graces in the dance ſhe moves, 
And fires the gazing Gods with ardent loves. 

Then to the ſkies her flight Minerva bends, 
And to the queen the damſel train deſcends : | 
Wak'd at their ſteps, her fi»wing eyes unciole; 23g 
The tear ſhe wipes, and thus renews her woes. 

Howe'er tis well; that ſleep a while can free, 
With ſoft forgetfulaeſs, a wretch like me! 

Oh! were it giv'n to yield this tranſient breath, 
Send, oh Diana! ſend the ſleep of dea!!! 
Why mult I waſte a tedious life in tears, 
Nor bury in the ſilent grave my cares? 

O my Ulyfi's! ever honour'd name! 

For thee I mourn, til} death diſſolves my frame. 

Thus wailing, flow and ſad y the deſcends, 

On either hand a damlel-rrain attends : 

Full where the dome its thining valves expands, 
Radiant before the gazing peers the ſtauds; 

A veil tranſlucent o'er her brow dilplay'd, 

Her beauty ſee ms, and only ſeems, to thade : 

Sudden the lightens in their dazzled eyes, 

And ſudden flames in ev'ry botom riſe; 

They ſend their eager ſouls with ev'ry look, 

Till ſilence thus th' imperial matron broke: 

O why ! my ſon, why now no more appears 255 

That warmth of ſoul that urg'd thy younger years ? 
Thy riper days no growing worth impart, 

A man in ature, (till a boy in heart! 

Thy well knit frame, unprofitabiy ſtrong, 

Speaks thee an hero, from an hero ſprung: 260 
But the juſt Gods in vain thoſe gifts beſtow, 

O wiſe alone ia form, and brave ia ſhow ! 
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Heav'ns! could a ſtranger feel oppreſſionꝰs hand 


Nis is the ſuff rance, but the fhame is thine. 

To whom, with filial awe, the prince returns; 
That gen'rous foul with juſt reſentment burns; 
Yet taught by time, my heart has learn'd to glow 
For others good, and melt at others wo; 

But impotent theſe riots to repel, 

I bear their outrage, tho? my ſoul rebel: 
Helpleſs amid the tnares of death I tread, 

And numbers leagu'd in impious union dread. 
But now no crime is theirs: this wrong proceeds 271 
From Irus, and the gyilty Irus bleeds. 

© would to Jove ! or her whoſe arms diſplay 

The ſhi: 1d of Jove ! or him who rules the day! 
That yon proud ſaitors, who licentious tread 


270 


Theſe courts, within theſe courts like Irus bled 290 


Whoſe looſe head tott'riog, as with wine oppreſt, 
Obliquely drops, and nodding knocks his breaſt ; 

Po rleſs to movc, his ſtagg'ring feet deny 

The coward wretch the privilege to fly. 


Then to the queen Eurymachus replies: 285 


© juſtly lov d, and not more fair than wiſe ! 
Should Greece through all her hundred ates ſurvey 
Thy finiſh'd charms, all Greece would own thy tway, 
In r'val crouds conteſt the glorious prize, 
Diſpeopl ng realms to gaze upon thy eyes: 290 
O woman! lovelieſt of the lovely kind, 
In body perfect, and compleat in mind! 

Ah me! (returns the queen), when from this ſhore 

Ulyſſes ſail'd, then beauty was no more! 
The Gods decreed theſe eyes no more ſhould keep 295 
Their wonted grace, but only ſerve to weep. 
Should he return, whate'er my beauties prove, 


My virtues laſt ; my brighteſt charm is love. 


„ HOMER ODYSSEY. Rm 


Beneath thy roof, and couldſt thou tamely ſtand? - 
I thou the itranger's righteous cauſe decline, 265 
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Now, grief, thou all art mine ! the Gods o'ercaſt 
My ſoul with woes, that long, ah long mult laſt! 300 
Too faithfully my heart retains the day 
That ſadly tore my royal lord away: 
He graſp'd my hand, And, oh my ſoouſe! I leave 
Thy arms, (he cry'd), perhaps to find 4 grave: 
| Fame ſpeaks the Trojans bold ; they boat the ill 305 
To give the feather'd arrow wings to kill, 
To dart the ſpear, and guide the ruſhing car 
| With dreadful! inroad through the walks of war. 
My ſentence is gone forth, and tis decreed OE 
| Perhaps by righteous heaven that I mult bleed! 310 
My tather, mother, all I truſt to thee; 
To the u, to them transfer the love of me: 
; But when my fon grows man, the royal ſway 
|; Refign, and happy be thy bri zal day | 
Such were his words; and Hymen now prepares 315 
To light his torch, and g ve me up to cares; 
Th' afflidive hand of wratbful Jove to bear: 
| A wretch the moſt complete that breathes the air! 
Fall'n ev'n below the rights to woman due 
| Careleſs to pleaſe, with inſolence ye woo! 320 
| The gen'rous lovers, ſtudious to ſucceed, 
Bid their whole herds and flocks in banquets bleed ; 
| By precious gifts the vow fincere diſplay : 
[ | You, only you, make her ye love your prey. 
Well pleas*:i Ulyfſes hears his queen deceive 325 
The ſuitor train, a d raiſe a thirit to give: 
Falſe hopes ſhe kindles, but thoſe hopes betray, 
And promile, yet elude the bridal day. 
| While yet ſhe ſpeaks, the gay Antinous cries : 
Offspring of kings, and more than woman wiſe ! 330 
'Tis right; *tis man's prerogative to give, 
And cuſtom bids thee without ſhame receive; 
Yet never, never from thy dome we move, 
Till Hymen lights the torch of ſpouſal love. 
Vor. II. E 
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The peers diſpatch their heralds to conveß 33g 
The gifts of love; with ſpeed they take the way. | 

A robe Antinous gives of ſhining dyes, 

The varying hues in gay confufio:. riie 

Nich from the artiſt's hand! twelve claſps of gold 

Cloſe to the leſs ning wailt the veſt infold; 540 

Down from the ſwelling lo'ns, the ve.. unbound 

Floats in bright waves redundant o'er the ground, 

A bracelet rich with gold, with amber gay, 

That ſhot effulgence like the ſolar ray, 

Zurymachus pretents ; and ear-rings bright, 345 

With triple ſtars, that caſt a tremb ing ight. 

Piſander bears a necklace, wrought with art; 

And ev'ry peer, expreſſive of his heart, 

A gitt beſtaws: this done, the queen aſcends, | 

And flow bebin , her damſel train attends. 359 
Ihen to the dance they form the vocal ſtrain, 

Till He ſperus leads forth the ſtarry train; 

And now he raiies, as the day light fades, 

His golden circlet in the deep'ning ſhades : 

Three vaſcs heap'd with copious fires diiplay 335 
Ober all the palace a fictitious day; 
From ſpace to ſpace the torch wide beaming burns, 

And ſprightly damſe's trim the rays by turus 

Io whom the king: Til ſuits your ſex to Ray 

Alone with men! ye modeſt maids, away ! 360- 

S0, with the q een the ſpindle guide, or cull 

(The partners of her cares) the ſilver wool; 

Be it my taſk the torches to ſupply, 

Even till the mor ing lamp adorus the ſky; 

Ev'n till the morning, with unwearied care, 365 
Sleeple's I watch; for I have learn'd to bear. 

Scorntul they heard: Melantho, fair and young, 
(Melantho, from the loins of Dolius ſprung, 

Who with the queen her years an infant led, 


With the ſoft fondneſs of a daughter bred), 236 
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Chiefly derides: regardleſt of the eares 
Her queen endures, poltuted joys the ſhares | 
Nocturnal with Eurymachus! With eyes . 
That ſpeak diſdain, the wanton thus replies. | 
Oh! whither wanders thy diſtemper'd brain, 375 
Thou bold intruder on a princely train? 
Hence to the vagrant's rendezvous repair 
Or ſhun in ſo e black forge the mi night air. 
proc eds this boldaels from 4 turn of ſoul, 
Or flows licent:ons from tne cnpions bowl? 380 
Is it that v inquiſh'd Iris ſwells toy mind? 
A foe may meet thee of a braver kind, 
Who, ſhort'ning with a ſtorm of blows thy ſtay, 
Shall end thee howling all in blood away! | 
To whom with trowns: O impudent in wrong! 363 
Thy lord ſhall curb tnat inſolence of tongue; 
Know, to | elemachus I tell th' offence: 
The icourye, the ſcourge (halllath thee into ſenſe, 
Wit cop ſcious (han they hear the ſtern rebuke, 
Nor longer durit iuitain the ſov'reign lock. 390 
Then to the ſervile taſk the monarch turns 
His roya hand: each toren refulgent burns 
With added day: meanwhile, in muſefu mood, 
Abſorpt in thought, on vengeance fia d he Rood. 
And now the martial maid, by deeper wrongs 39g 
To roule Ulyſſes, points the ſuitors tongues : 
Scornful of age, to taunt the virtuous man, 
Thouzhtleſs and gay, Eurymachus began: 
Hear me, (h- cries), confederates and friends! 
Some God, no doubt, this ſtranger kindly ſends ; 409 | 
The ſhining baldneſs of his head ſurvey, | 
It aids our torch light, and reflects the ray, — 
Then to the king that levell'd haughty Troy 
Say, if large hire can tempt thee to employ 
Thoſe hands in work; to tend the rural trade, 4oz 
To dreſs the walk, and form th' embow' ay ſhade ? 
E 2 
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80 food and raiment conſtant will I give: 
But idly thus thy foul prefers to live, | 4 
And ſtarve by ſtrolling, not by work to thrive. 

To whom, incens'd: Should we, O prince, engage 
Ip rival taſks. beneath the burning rage 411 
Of ſummer fans; were both conftrain'd to wield, 
Foodlefs, the fithe along the burthen field 

Or ſhould we labour, while the plougt.ſhare wounds, 
With ſteers of equal ſtrength, th' all. tted grounds: 415 
Beneath my labours, how thy wond'ring eyes 

Might fee the ſable field at once ariſe ! 

Should Jove dire war unlooſe, with ſpear, and ſhield, 
And nodding helm, I tread to enſanguin'd field, 419 
Fierce in the van: then wouldſt thou, wouldit chou. 
Miſname me giuttonia that glorious day? [ſay — 
No, thy ill judging thoughts the brave diſgrace ; 

Tis thou injurious art, not I am baſe, 

Proud to ſeem brave among a coward train! 

But know, thou art not valorous, but vain. 425 
Gods! ſhould the ſtern Ulyſſes riſe in might, 

Theſe gates would ſeem too narrow for thy flight, 

While yet he ſpeaks, Eurymachus replies, 
With indignation flaſhing from his eyes, 
Slave, I with juſtice might deſerve the wrong, 430 

Should I not puniſh that opprobrious ton gue; 

Irrev' rend to the great, and uricontrglt'd, 

Art thou from wine, or innate folly, bold ? 

Perh aps theſ: outrages from Irus flow, 

A worthleſs triumph o'-r a worthleſs foe! 435 
He ſad and with 'ull force a footſtool threw: 
Whirl'd from his arm with erring rage it flew, 
Ulyſſes, cautious of the vengeful foe, 

Ctoops to the ground, and diſappoints the blow. 
Not fo a yourh who dea's the goblet round, 440 


Full on his ſhoulder it inflicts a wound; 
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Daſh d fron his hand the ſoun ding goblet flies, 
He ibrieks, he reels, he falls, and breatiilefs lies. 
Then wild uproar and elam ur mounts the (ky, 
Till mutual thus the peers iadigaant cry ; 445 
O had this ttranger ſunk tothe reaims beneath, 
To the bl ck r-alms ot darkneſs and of death, 
Ere yet he trod theſe ſhores! to ſtrife he draws 
peer againſt peer; and what the weighty caule ? 
A vagabond! tor him the great deſtroy, 450 
In vile ignoble jars, the feaſt of joy ! 
To whom the ſera Telemachus uproſe: 
Gods ! what wild fury from the goblet flows ? 
Wnence this unguarded openneſs of foul, 
But from the licence of the copious bowl? 455 
Or heav'n delufion feuds. But hence, away! 
Force l forbear, and without force obey. 

Silent, a>aſh'd; they he ar the tern rebuke, 
Till tius Amphinoinus the filence broke. 
True are his words; and he whomtruth offends, 460 
Not with Felemachus, but truth contends. 
| Let not the hand of violence invade 
| The rev'rend ſtranger, or the ſpotleſs maid: 
Retice we hence ! but crown with roſy wine 
The flowing govlet to the pow'rs divine: 465 
Guard he his gueſt beneath whoſe roof he ſtands; 
Thus juſtice, this the ſocial right demands. 

The peers aſſent; the gobler Muuus crown'd 
With purple juice, and bore in order round; 
Each peer ſucceſſive his libation pours 475 
To the blefs'd Gods that fill th? aereal bow'rs; 
Then ſwill'd with wine, with noiſe the crouds obey, 
And ruſhing torth tumuituous reel away. 
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The diſcovery of Ulyſſes to Euryclea. 


Ulyſſes and his ſon remove the weapons out of the ar- 
mory. , Ulyſfes, in converſation with Penelope, gives 

a faitious account of his adventures ; then aſſures 
her he had formerly entertained her husband in Crete, 
- and deſcribes exactiy his perſon and dreſs ; affirms to 
'bave heard of him in Phaacia and Theſprotia, and 
that his return is certain, and within a month. He 
then goes to bathe, and is attended by Euryclea, who 
diſcovers him to be Ulyſſes by the ſcar upon his leg. 
which he fromerly received in hunting the wild boar 


on Parnoſſus The poet inſerts a digreſſien, relating 
that 2. with all its 9 | 


onſulting ſecret with the blue ey'd maid, 

Still in the dome divine Ulyſſes ſta id. 

3 mature for act inflam'd his breaſt ; > © S VG. 

And thus the fon the tervent fire addreſt. © iD | 
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Inſtant convey thoſe ſteely ſtores of war 5 


To diſtant rooms, diſpos d with fecret care: 


The cauſe demanded by the fuitor train, 

To ſooth their fears a fpecious reaſon teign : 

Say, ſince Ulyſſes left his natal coaſt, 

Obſcene with imoke, their beamy luſtre loſt, 10 
His arms deform' d. the roof they won't adorn : 

From the glad walls inglorious lumber torn. 

Suggeſt, that Jove the peaceful thought inſpir d, 

Leſt they by tight of ſwords to fury fir'd ; 


Diihoneſt wounds, or violence of ſoul, Is 


Defame the bridal feaſt, and friendly bowl. 
The prince obedient to the ſage command, 
To Euryclca thus : the female band 
In their apartments keep; ſecure the doors: 
Theſe !warthy. arms among the covert ſtores 20 
Are ſeem ir hid; my thoughtleſs youth they blame, 
Imbrown'd with vapour of the ſmould' ring flame. 
In happy hour, (pleas'd Euryclea cries), 
Tutor'd by early woes, grow early wiſe! 
Inlpect wih ſharpen'd fight, and trugal 
Your patrimonial wealth, a prudent heir. 
But who the lighted taper will provide, 


(The female train retir'd), your toils to guide ? 


Without infringing hoſpitable right, 
This pueit (he ery'd) thall bear the guiding — 30 
L cheer no lazy vagrants with repaſt; 
They thare the meal that earn it ere they taſte. 
He ſaid ; from female ken the ſtraight ſecures 
The purpos d deed, and guards the bolted doors: 


Aux liar to his lon, Ulyſſes bears 35 


The plumy cretied helms, and pointed ſpears, 

With ſhields indented deep in giorious wars. 

Minerva viewleſs on her chai ge attends, 

And with her golden lamp his toil befriends: 
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Not ſuch the fick!y beams, which unfincere 40 
_ Gi14 the groſs vapour of this nether ſphere ! 

A pre<ient D-+ty the prince confeis'd ; | 
Ard rapt with ecſtaſy the fire addrets'd. 

What miracle thus dazzies with ſurpr fe ! 
Diſtinct in rows the radiant columns riſe : „ 
Ile wails, where eber my wond'ring fight 1 turn, 
And roofs, amidit a blaze of glory burn! | 
Some viſitant of pure æthereal race, 

With his bright preſence deigns the dome to grace. 
Be calm, replies the fire; to none impart, 50 
But oft revolve the viſion I thy heart : 
Ccleſtials, mantled in exceſs of light, 

Can viſit unapproach d by mortal ſight. 

Seek thou repoſe; whilſt here I ſole remain, 
explore the conduct of the female train: $5 
The penſive queen perchance defires to know _ 
The icries of my toils, to ſooth her wo. 

With tapers flaming day his train attends, 

His bright alcove th' obſequious youth aſcends: 
Soft ſlyumb'rous ſhades his drooping +ye-lids cloſe, & 
Till on her eaſtern throne Aurora glows. 

Whilſt, tarmung plans of death, Uiyſſes taid 
In council ſecret with the martial maid ; 

Attendant nymphs in beauteous order wilt, 

The queen deſcending from her bow'r of ſtate, 63 
Her cheeks the warmer bluſh of Venus wear, 
Chaſen'd with coy Di:na's penſive air. 

An iv ry ſeat with filver ringlets grac'd. 

By fam'd Icmalius wrought, the menials plac'd : 
With iv'ry filver'd thick the tootitool ſhone, 70 
Ober which the panther's various hide was thrown. 
The ſov'reign eat with gracetul air the preſs*d; 

To diff rent tasks their toil the nymphs addreſs'd: 
The golden gaviets ſome, and ſome reſtor'd | 
From ſtains of luxury the polilh'd board: 75 
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- Theſe to remove th' expiring embers came, 

While thoſe with unctuous fir foment the flame. 
'Twas then Melantho with imperious mien 

Rene wd th' attack, incontinent of ſpleen: 

Avaunt, ſhe ery'd, offenſive to my fight ! 80 

Deem not in ambuſh here to lurk by night, 

Into the woman ſtate aſquint to pry ; 

A day-devourer, and an ev*ning ſpy! 

Vagraat, begone ! before this b:azing brand 

Sai! urge ——and wav'd it hiffing in her hand, 8g 
Th? inſulted” hero rolls his wrathful eyes; 

And, Why ſo turbulent of ſoul ? he cries; 

Can theſe lean ſhrivel'd limbs unnerv'd with 

Theſe poor, but honeſt rags. enkindle rage? 

In crouds we wear the badge of hungry fate, 95 

And beg, degraded from ſuperior ſtate ? 

Canſtrain'd ! a rent charge on the rich I live; 

Reduc'd to crave the good I once could give : 

A palace, wealth, and flaves I late poſſeſs'd, 

And all that mak s the great be call'd the bleſs'd : 96 

My gate, an emblem of my open ſoul, 

Embrac d the poor and dealt a bounteons dole. 

Scorn not the fad reverſe, injurious maid! 

Tis Jove's high will, and be his will obey'd ! 

Nor think thyſelt exempt : that rofy prime 100 

Muſt ſhare the genꝰ ral doom of with'ring time: 

To fome new chanel ſoon the changetul tide 5 


Ot royal grace th' offended queen may guide; 

And her lov'd lord unplume thy tow'ring pride. 
Or were he dead, tis wiſdom to beware: 105 
Sweet blooms the prince beneath Apollo's care; 
Your deeds with quick impartial eye ſurveys, 
' Potent to puniſh what he cannot priſe, | 
Her keen reproach had reach'd the ſov'reign's ear; 
Loquacious igſolent ! (ſhe cries), forbear : 120 
| E 5 | 


To thee the purpoſe of my ſoul 1 told; 


Venial diſcourſe, unblam'd, with him to hold: 
The ſtoried labours of my wand'ring lord, 
To ſooth my grief he haply may record. 
Jet him, my gueſt, thy venom'd rage hath ſtung : 115 
"Thy head ſhall pay the forfeit of thy tongue 
But thou on whom my palace cares depend, 
Eurynome, regard the ſtranger-friend : 
A feat, ſoft-ſpread with furry ſpoils, prepare; 
Due · diſtant, for us both to ſpeak and hear. 129 
The menial fair obeys with duteous haſte ; 
A ſeat adorn'd with furry ſpoils ſhe plac'd : 
Due-diltant for diſcourſe the hero fat ; 
When thus the ſov'reign from her chaie of ſtate: 
| Reveal, obſequious to my firſt demand, 125 
Thy name, thy line age, and thy native land. 
He thus: O queen ! whoſe far reſounding fame 
Is bounded only by the ſtarry frame, 
Conſummate pattern of imperial ſway, 


Whoſe pious rule a warlike race obey ! 130 


In wavy gold thy ſummer vales are dreſs'd; 

Thy autumns bend with copious fruit opprefs'd 
With flocks and berds each graſſy plain is ſtor d; 
And fiſh of ev'ry fin thy ſeas afford: 

Their affluent j Joys the grateful realms confeſs; 135 
And bleſs the pow'r that ſtill delights to bleſs, 
Gracious permit this pray'r, imperial dame! 

Foriear to know my lineage, or my name: 

Urge not this breaſt to heave, theſe eyes to weep ; 


In ſweet oblivion let my ſorrow fleep ! -: nl 
My woes awak'd will violate your ear, 

And to this gay cenſorious train appear : 
A windy vapour melting in a tear. 


Their gitts the Gods reſum'd, (the queen rejoin'd), 
Jxterior grace, and encrgy of mind, | 145 
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When the dear partner of my nuptial joy, 
Auxiliar troops combin'd, to conquer Troy, 
My lord's protecting hand alone would raiſe 
My drooping verdure, and extend my praiſe ! 
peers from the diſtant Samian ſhore refort; 


Here with Dulichians join'd, beſiege the court : 


Zacynthus, green with ever-ſhady groves, 
And Ithaca, preſumptuous boalt their loves: 
Obtruding on my choice a ſecond lord, 
They preſs the Hymenean rite abhorr'd. 
Miſrule thus mingling with Jomeſtic cares, 

I live regardlels of my ſtate affairs: 


| Receive no ſtranger guelt, no poor relieve; 


But ever for my lord in ſecret grieve !—— 
This art, inſtinct by ſome ceicitial pow'r, 


I rry'd, eluſive of the bridal hour: 
© Ye peers,” I cry, who preſs to gain a heart, 


«© Where dead Ulyſſes claims no future part; 
* Rebate your loves, each rival ſuit ſuſpend, 
„Till this funereal web my labours end: 


Ceaſe, till to good Laertes I bequeath 


A pail of tate, the ornament of death. 


% For when to tate he bows, each Grecian dame 


© With juit reproach were licens'd to deſame, 


155 


160 


165 


* Should he, long honour'd in ſupreme command, 170 


% Want the laſt duties ot a daughter's hand. 
The fiction pleas'd ! their loves I long elude; 
The night till ravell'd what the day r-new'd; 
Three vears ſucceſsful in my art conceal'd, 


My ineffectual fraud the fourth reveal'd : 


Betriended by my own domeſtic ſpi-s, 
The woof unwrought the ſuitor - train ſurpriſe, 
From nuptial rites they now no more recede, 


And fear forbids to falſify the breed. 


My anxious parents urge a ſpee''y choice, 
And to their {uffrage gain the filial voice : 
E 6 
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For rule mature, Telemachus deplores | 
His dome diſhonour'd, and exhauſted ſtores 
But ſtranger ! as thy days ſeem full of fate, 


Divide diſcourſe, in turn thy birth relate 785 


, Thy port aſſerts thee of diſtinguſn'd race; 
No poor unſather'd product of diſgrace. 

Princeſs! he cries, rene w'd by your command, 
The dear remembrance of my native land, 
Of ſecret grief unſeals the fruitful ſource, 190 
And tears repeat their long forgotten courſe! 

So pays the wreteh, whom fate conſtrains to roam, 
The dues of nature to his natal home 

But inward on my ſoul let ſorrow prey; 

Your ſov'reign will my duty bids obey. 155 
Trete awes the circling waves, a fruitful ſoil ! 

And ninety cities crown the ſea-born ifle ; 
Mix'd with her genuine ſons, adopted names 

In various tongues avow their various claims : 

Cy donians dr: adful with the bended yew, 200 
And bold Pe laſgi boalt a native's due: 

The Dorians, plum d am d the files of war, 

Her f-odful glebe with fierce Achaians ares 

Cncfſas, her capital of high commind ; 

W here ſceptred Minos with impartial — 203 

Divided right; each ninth revolving year, 

By Joe receiv d in council to confer, 

His ſon Deucalion bore ſueceſſive ſway; 

His ſon, who gave me firſt to vien the day! 

The ri ya! bed an <1der 1ffue bleſt, 210 
Idom nt us whom Illion fields aiteſt 

Of matchle ſs d:ed : untrain'd to martial totl 

I liv'd ingloricus in my native iſle, 
Studious of peace; and E hon is my name. 

'was then to Crete the great Ulyſſes came; 215 
- For elemental war, and wintry Jove, 


From Malea's gully cape his nav) drove 
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To bright Lucina's fane ; the ſhelfy coaſt 
Where — in the deep is loſt. 
His veſſels moor d, (an inco:mmodious port!) 2320 
he hero ſpeeded to the Cnoſſian court: 
Ardent the partner ot his arms to fad; | 
In leagues of long commutual friendthip join'd. 
Vain hope! teu funs had warm'd the weſtern ſtrand, 
Since my brave brother with his Cretan band 225 
Had ſaiꝰd tor Troy: but to the genial tea(t 
My honour'd roof receiv'd the royal gueſt : 
Beeves for his train the Cnoſſian peers aſſign, 
A public treat, with jars of gen'rous wine. 
Twelve days while Boreas vex'd th' acreal ſpace, 230 
My noipitable dome he deign'd to griice ; 
And when the north had ceas'd the ſtormy roar, 
He wing'd his voyage to the Phrygian ſhore, 
Thus the fam'd hero, perfected in wiles, 
With fair fimilitude of truth beguiles . ans 
The queenꝰ's attentive ear: difloly'd in wo, 
From her bright eyes the tears unbounded flow. 
As ſuows collected on the mountain freeze; 
When milder regions breathe a vernal brecze, 
The feecy pile obeys the whiſp'ring. gales, 246 
Ends in a ſtream, and murmurs through the vales: 
So, melted with the pleaſing tale he told, 
Don her fair cheek the copious torrent roll'd : 
She to her p:elent lord laments him loſt, 
Aud views that object which ſhe wants the moſt! 245 
With'ring at heart to ſee the weeping fair, 
His eyes look'd ſtern, and cali a gloomy ſtare 
Of horn th: iff relentleis balls appear, wn? 
4 


Or gioes oi wr04 fix d in either ſphere; 

Firm iſdom interdicts the ſott' ning tear. 

A peechle ſs interval of grief enſues, 

Till chus the queen the tender theme renews, 


4% HOMER. obrss Er. RINK, 


Stranger I that ere thy hoſpitable roof 
Ulyfſes grac'd, confirm by faithful proof: 
De ſineate to my view my wa like lord, 255 
His form, his habit, and his train record. . 
"Tis bard, he cries, to bring to ſudden ſight 
Ideas that have wing'd their diſtant flight : 
Rare on the mind theſe images are trac'd, 
Whoſe footſteps twenty winters have defac'd: 260 
But what I can, receive. In ample mode, 
A robe of military purple flow'd 
O'er all his frame: illuſtrious on his breaſt, 
The double claſping gold the king confeſt. 
In the rich woof a hound, moſaic drawn, 265 
Bore on full ſtretch, and feiz'd a dappled fawn: 
Deep in the neck his fangs indent their hold; 
They pant, and ſtruggle in the moving gold. 
Fine as a filmy web, beneath it ſhane 
A veſt, that dazzled like a cloudleſs ſunt 270 
The female train who round him throng'd to gaze, 
In filent wonder figh'd unwilling praiſe. 
- ſabre, when the warrior preſs'd to part, 
I gave, enamel'd with Vulcanian art: 
A mantle purple-ting'd, and radiant vet, 27 5 


Dimenſion'd equal to his ſize, expreſt 

Affection grateful to my honour'd gueſt. 

A fav'rite herald in his train I knew, 

His viſage ſolemn fad, of ſable hve: 

Short woolly curls o'erfleec'd his bending head, 280 
O':r which a promontory-ſhoulder ſpread: 

Eur y bates! in whoſe large foul alone 

Ulyſſes vicw'd an image of his own. 

| His ſpeech the tempeſt of her grief reſtor d; 

In all ne told ſhe recognis'd her lord: . * 
But wlien the ſtorm was ſpent in plenteous ſhow'rs, 


A pauſe inſpiriting her languiſh d pow'rs: 
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Sithen, ſhe cry'd, whom firſt inciement fate 
Made welcome to my boſpitable gate | 
With all thy wants the name of poor ſhall end; 290 
Henceforth live honour'd, my domeſtic friend! 
The veſt much envy'd on your native coaſt, 
And regal robe with figur'd gold emboſt, 
In happier hours my artful hand employ d, 
When my lov'd lord this bliſsful oo 'r enzoy'd; 293 
The fall of Troy, erroneous and farlorn, 

Doom'd to ſurvive, and never to return! A 
Then he, with pity touch'd ; O royal dame! = 
Your ever-anx10us mind, and beauteous frame, : 

From the devouring rage of grief reclaim, 300 

I not the fondneſs of your foul reprove 

For ſuch a lord ! who crown'd your virgin-love 
With the dear bleih1g of a fair increaſe; 
Himſelf adorn'd with more than mortal grace: 
Yet while I ſpe k, the mighty wo ſuſpend ; 


Truth for us my tale; to pleaſing truth attend, 505 
The royal object of your deareſt care 

Br athes in no diſtant clime the vital air: 

In rich ſheiprotia. and the nearer bound 

Ot i heſſaly, Ais name | heard renown'd : > 310 


Without retiaue, to that friendly ſhore 
W-lcom'd with gifts of price, a ſumleſs ſtore ! 
His ſacrile gious train, who dar'd to prey 

On heras dev. ited to the God of day, 

Were doo n'd oy Jove, and Phœbus' juſt decree, 315 
To perilh :n the rough Crinacrian ſea. | 

To better tate the vlameleſs chief ordain'd, 

A floating trizcacnt of the wreck regain'd, 

And rode th. ſtorm: till oy the billows toſt, E 

He land d on the fair Puæacian coaſt, 320 4 
That race, v emulate the life of Gods, | 
Receive him joyous to their blels'd abodes: 


— 
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Large gifts confer, a ready fail command, 
To ſpeed his voyage to the Grecian ſtrand” 

Bart your wiſe lord, (in whoſe capacious ſoul 325 
High ſchemes of pow V in juſt ſueceſſion roll), 

His Ithaca refusd ; am fav ring fate, 

Till copious wealth might guard his regal ſtate. 
Phedon the fact affirm'd, whoſe fov'reign ſway 


And bade the Gods this added truth atteſt, 

(While pure libations crown'd the genial * 

That anchor'd in his port the veſſels ſtand, 

To waft the hero to his natal land. 

k for Dulichwm urge the wat'ry way, 335 
But firſt the Ulyſſean wealth ſurvey: 


So rich the value of a ſtore fo vaſt 


Demands the pomp of centuries to waſte ! 
The darling object of your royal love, 
Was journey'd thence to Dodonean jove; 240 
By the ſure precept of the ſylvan ſhrine, | 

To form the conduct of his great deſign: 

Irreſolute of ſoul, his ſtate to ſhrowd 

In dark diſguiſe, or come a king avow'd ? 

Thus lives your lord; nor longer doom'd to roam, 343 
Soon will he grace his dear paternal dome. 

By Jove, the ſource of good, ſupreme in pow'r ! 

By the bleſs'd geniavet this friendly bow'r ! 

] ratify my ſpeech ; defore the ſun 


His annual longitude of heav'n ſhall run; 350 
When the pale emprefs of yon ſtarry train | 
In the next month renews her faded wane, > 


Ulyſſes will affert his rightful reign. 


What thanks? what doon ! (reply'd the queen), are re 


due, | 
When time ſhall prove the ſtoried bleſſing true? 355 
My lord's return ſhould fate no more retard, 


Euvy ſhall ficken at thy vaſt reward, 


| f 
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But my prophetic fears, alas! preſage, 


he w unds of deſtiny's relentleſi rage. 


Jong mutt weep! nor will Ulyſſes come, 360 
with roy-l gifts to ſend you bonour'd he 


You: other taik, ye menial train, forbear . 
Now waſh the ſtranger, and tat bed prepare, 
With iplendid palls the downy fleece adorn : 


Vprifing early with tae purple morn, 36s. 
His ſinews thruak with age, and ſtiſf with toil, 


In the warm bath fom--nt with tragraut oil, 
Then with Telemachus the ſocial feaſt 
Part+king free, my ſole invited gueſt; 


Whoe er neglects to pay diſtinction due, 370 


The breach of hoſpitable right may rue. 

The vulgar of my ſex I molt exceed 7 
In real fame, when molt humane my deed: 

And vainly to the praiſe ot queen aſpire, 


If, ranger! I permit that mean attire, 37s 
Beneath the feaſtful bow'r. A narrow ſpace Þ 
Confines the circle of our deſtin d race; 5 
* Cis ours with good the ſcanty round to grace, 


Fhoſe who to eruel wrong their ſtate abuſe, 

Dreaded in life, the mutter d carſe puriues; 380 

By death diſrob'd of all taeir ſavage pow r, * 

Then, licens'd rage her bateful prey devours. 

But he whoſe inborn worth his acts cfnmend, 

Of geutle foul, to human race a friend; 

The wrerched he relieves diffuſe his tame, 385 

And diſtant tongues extol the patron name. ho 
Princeſs (he cry'd) in vam your bounties flow 

On me, confirm'd, and obſtinate in wo. 

When my lov'd Crete receiv'd my final view, 

And from my weeping eyes her cliffs withdrew ; 390 

Theſe tatter'd weeds (my decent robe reſign d) 

1 choſe, the lix'ry of a wotul miad! 
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Nor will mv heart-corroding cares abate 
With ſplendid palis, and canopies ol Rate; 
-Low-couch'd on earth, the gift of fl ep I ſcorn, 395 
And catch th- glances of the waking morn, 
The delicacy ot your courtly train 
To waſh a wretched wand'rer would diſdain; 
But if, in track of long experi-nce try'd, 
And fad fimilitnde of woes aliy'd, 400 
Some wretch reluctant views acreal light, 
To her mean hand aflizn the friend'y rite, 
Pleas?d with his wite repiy, the queen rejoin'd: 
Such gentle manners, and to fage a mind, 
In all who grac'd this hoſpitable bow'r 405 
Ine er diſcern'd, before this focial hour. 
Such ſervant as your humble choice requires, 
To light receiv'd the lord of ny defires, 
New from the birth; and with a motaer's hand 
Hus tender bloom to manly growth tult.in'd. 416 
Of marchleis prudence, and a dutcous mind 
'Fiough now to life's extremeſt verge de:lin'd, 5 
Of ſtrength ſuperior to the toil aſſign d. 
Riſe, Euryclea ! with officious care | 
Fer the poor friend the cleaning bath prepare: 415 
This debt his correſpondent fartunes claim, 
Too | ke Ulyſſes, and perhaps the ſame ! 
Thus old with wors my fancy paints him now! 
For age untimely marks the careful brow. 


Inſtant obſequious to the mild command, 420 


Sad Euryclea roſe: with trembling hand 
She veil» the torrent of her t-arful eyes; 
And thus impaſſion'd to herſelf replies. 
Son of my love, and monarch of my cares! 
What pangs for thee this wretched boſom bears! 425 
Are thus by Jove who conſtant beg his aid 
With pious deed, and pure devotion, paid? 
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He never dar'd defraud the ſacred fane, 
of perfe hecatonbs in order fl. in: 


There oft implor'd his tutelary pow'r, 439 


Long to protratt the lad ſepulchral hour; 
That form'd for empire with paternal care, 


His realm migut recogniſe an equal heir. 
O deſtin'd head Ide pious VOWS are lot; 


His God forgets him on a foreign coaſt — 43$ 


perhaps, like thee, poor gueſt! in wanton pride 


The rich infult him, and the young deride! 
. Conicious of worth rev bd, thy g:n'rous mind 


The friendly rite of purity declin'd; 


My will concurring with my queen's command, 440 


Accept the bath from this obtequious hind. 
A ſtrong e ot ion ſhakes my angwih'd breaſt; 
In thy whole form Ulyſſes ſeems expreſt: 


Of all the wretched harbour d on our coaſt, 


None imag'd eber like thee my maſter loſt. 445 
Thus half diſcover d through the dark diſguiſe, 


Wich cool compoſure feign'd, the chief replies. 
| You join your ſuffrage to the public vote; 
The ſame you think, have all beholders thought. 


He ſaid : repleni{h'd from the pureſt ſprings, 450 
The laver ſtraight with buſy care ſhe brings: 
In the deep vale, that ſhone like burniſh'd gold, 
The boiling flu:d temperates the cold. 


_ Meantime revolving in his thoughtful mind 


The ſcar with which his manly knee was fign'd; 455 
His face avertiag from the crackling blaze, 
His thoulders intercept th' untriendly rays, 


Thus cautious, in th'obſcure he hop'd to fly 


The curious ſearch of Euryclea's eye. 

Cautious in vain! nor ceas'd the dame to find 

The ſcar with which his manly knee was lign'd, 
This on Parnaſſus (combating the boar) 


Wich glaucing rage the tuſky lavage tore, 


Autolycus the bold: (a mighty name 


Was new diſctos'd to birth: the banqu et ends, 


And name the bieſſing that your pray'rs have won,” 


* „ 


Uly ſſes fought; with fond affection dear 
Amphithea's arms receiv'd the royal heir: 


„And when with filial love the youth ſhalt come) 
To view his mother's ſoil, my Delphie dome 
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Atte ded by his brave maternal race, 
His grandſire ſent him to the ſylvan chace, 405 


For ſpotleſs faith, and deeds of martial tame: 
Hermes his patron god thoſe gifts heito w'd, 

Whoſe ſhrine with weanling lambs he wont to load). 
His courſe to Ithaca this hero ſped, 40 
When the firſt product of Laertes' bed 


When Euryelea from the queen defcends, 
And to his fond embrace the babe comwends. 
% Receive,” ſhe cries, ** your royal daughter's ſon; 495 


Then thus the hoary chief. My victor arms 


% Have aw'd the realms around with dire alarmss 
* A ſure memorial of my dreaded fame 8 
The boy ſhall bear; Ulyſſes be his name 4% 


* With gifts of price ſhall ſend him joyous home,” 
Lur'd with the promis'd boon, when youthtul prime 
Ended in man, his mother's natal clime 45 


Her ancient ® lord an <qual joy poſſeſt; 
Iaſtant he bade prepare the genial teaſt: 
A ſteer to form the ſumptuous banquet bled, 


W hoſe Rtateiy growth tive flow'ry ſummers fed: 
His ſons divide, and rot with artfu! care 


The limbs; then all the taſtetu! viands ſhare. 
Nor ceas d diſcourſe (the banquet of the ſoul) 7 
Fill Pfœbus wheeling to the weſtern goal 455 
Refign'd the ſkies, and night involv'd the pole, 


* Autolycus, 
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Their d rooping eyes the flimb'rous ſhade oppreſt, 
ted they roſe, and all retir'd to reſt. - 
goon as the morn, new rob'd in purple light, 


| | Fierc'd with her golden ſhafts the rear of night; 500 


Viyiſes, and his brave maternal race 

The young Autolyci, aſſay the chace, 

Parnaſſus, thick perplex'd with horrid ſhades, 

With d-ep-mouth'd hounds the hunter troop invades ; 


| What time the ſun, from ocean's peaceful ſtream, 50g + 


Darts o'er the lawn his horizontal beam 

The pack impatient ſnuff : e tainted gale ; 

The thorny wilds the wood--nen fizrce affail ; 

And foremoſt of the train, his cornel ſpear 

Viyſſes we v' d, to rouſe the ſavage war. 510 
Deep in the rough receſſes ot the wood, 

A loity cope, the gr wth of ages, ſtood : | 

Yor winter's boreal blaſt, nor thund' ous ſhow'r, 

Nor ſolar ray, could pierce the (hady bow'r, | 
With wither'd foliage ſtrew'd, a heapy tore ! 515 
The warm pavilion of a dreadful boar. 

Rous'd by the hounds' and hunters” mingling cries, 
The favage from his eafy ſhelter flies: 

With fiery glare his ſanguine eve-balls ſhine, 


| | And brifites high impale bis horrid eh ne. 520 


Young Ithacus, advanc'd, defics the foe, 

Poiſing his lifted lance in act to throw: 

The ſavage renders vain the wound decreed, 

And ſprings impetuous with oppone! t ſpeed! 

His tuſks oblique he aim'd, the knee to gore; 525 
Aſlope they glanc'd, che ſinewy fibres core, 

And bar d the bone: U yſſes ndiſmay'd, 

oon with redoubled force the wound repay'd; 

To the right ſhou der j int the ſpcar apply'd: = 
Hs further fl .n& with ſtr : a uing purple dy d- 330 
On earth he ruſh'd with agonizing pain; 


With joy, and v+ſt ſurpriſe, th' applau-lin” train 
View'd his enormous bulk extended on the plain. 
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With bandage firm U yſſes“ knee they bound; | 
Then chavting myſtie lays, the cloſing wound g3g/ 
Of ſacred melody confeſs d the force; 

"The ties of life regain'd their azure courſe. 

Then back they led the youth with loud acclaim. 
Autolycus. enamour'd with his fame, 


Confirm'd the cure: and from the Deiphic dome 540- | 


With added gifts r-turn'd him glorious home. 

He fafe at Ithaca with joy receiv'd, 

Rel · tes the chace, and early praite achievd. | 
Deep o er hi knee inſeam d, remain d the ſcar: 


Which noted tok-n of the woodland war 5a 


Wen Eur lea found, tu' ablution ceis'd; 
Down dropt the leg. from the flick h nd releas d; 
The ringled flu qs from the vaie re ound; 

The v ſe reclining floats the floor around! 
Smiles de wd with tears the plenſi ig ſtrife expreſt 550 
Of grief, and jov, alternate in her breaſt. 
Her flutt'ring words in melting murmurs dyed; 
At len · th abrupr—My ſon l my king !—the cry'd.. 
His :.eck with fond embrace info ding falt, 
Full on the queen her raptur'd eyes ſhe cit, 555 
Ardent to peak the monarch ſife reſt r'd : | 
But ſtudĩous to conceal har royal lord, 
Minerva fix'd her mind on views remote, 

And from the preſent bliſs abſtract: her thought. 


His hand to Furyclea's mouth apply'd, ' 560 
Art thou foredoom'd my peſt? the hero cry'd: 
Thy miiky founts my infant lips have drain'd; 

And have the fates thy babbling age ordain'd ö 
To violate the life thy youth ſuſtain'd ? 


An exile have I told, with weeping eyes, 565 
Full twenty an ual furs in diſtant ſkies: | 

At length return'd, ſome Gvd inſpires thy breaſt 

To know thy king, and here I ſtand confeſt. 
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This neav'n- diſcover'd truth to thee conſi nd, 
Riferve, the trealure of thy inmoſt mind; 570 
Elſe if the Gods my vengeful arm ſuſtain, 
And proſtrate to my word the ſuitor train: 
With their lewd mates, thy undiſtinguiſh'd age 

Shall bleed a victim to vindictive rage. 
| Then thus rcjin'd the dame, devoid of fear, 575 
What words, my fon, have pals'd thy lips ſevere ? 
Deep in my foul the truit thall lodge fecur'd; 
With ribs of ſteel. and marble heart, immur'd. 
When heav'n, auipicious to thy right avow'd, 
Shall proſtrate to thy ſword the ſuieor · croujd; 380 
The deeds I'll vlazon of the menial fair; 
The lewd to death devote, the virtuous ſpare. 

Thy aid avails me not, the ctvet r-piy'd; 
M own experience {hill their doom decide; 
A witneſs judge pre.ludes a long appeal: 588 
Syffice it thee thy monarch to conceal. 

He ſaid : oi-ſequions with redoubled pace 
She to the fount conveys the exhauſte | vaſe: 
The bath renew'd, ſhe ends the pleafing toil 


With plenteous unction of ambroſial oil, 596 
Adjuſting to his lim'5s the tatter'd vet, 
His former feat receiv'd the ſtranger gueſt; 5 
Whom thus with penſiwe air the queen audreſt. 


Tho' night, diſſolving grief in grateful eaſe, 
Your drooping eyes with ſoſt oppreſſion ſeize; 35399 
A whiie, reluctant to her pleaſing force, 
Suſpend the reſttu] hour with ſweet diſcourſe. 
The day (ne'er brighten'd with a bean of joy!) 
My meniais, and domeſtic cares employ : 
And, unattended by ſincere repoſe, 600 
The nighc aſſiſts my ever wakeful woes: 
When nature s huth'd beneath her brooding ſhade, 
My echoing griefs the ſtarry vault invade. 


As when. th: months are clad in flow-ry green, 
Sad Philomel, in bow'ry ſhades unſeen, 605 
To vernal airs attunes her varied ſtrains; 
And Itylus founds warbling o'er the plains : 
Young Itylus, his parents darling joy! 
Whom chance miſled the mother to deſtroy : 
Now doom'd a wakeful bird <o vail the beauteous 
boy. 610 

So, in nocturnal ſolitude forlorn, 
A ſad variety of woes I mourn ! 
My mind refle&ve, in a thorny maze 
D vidus, from care to care inceſſant ſtrays. 
Now, wav'ring doubt ſucce-ds to long deſpair; 615 
Shall I my virgin nupt-al vow revere; 
And joining to my ſon's y memwal train, 
Pa: take his councils, and «fiit his reign ? 
Or, fince mature in m-+nhood, he deplores 
His dome diſhonour'd, and <xhauſted ſores; 620 
Shall I, reluctant! to his will accord; 
And from the peers ſele& the nobleſt lord; 
So by my choice avow d, at length d.cile 
Theſe waſteful love-debates, a mourning bride ? 
A viſionary thought I II now relate, 6256 
Illuſtrate, if you know, the ſhadow'd fate. 

A team of twenty geeſe (a ſnow white train!) 
Fed near the limpid lake with golden grain, 
Amuſe my penfive hours. The bird of Jove 
Fierce from his mountain-eyrie downward drove ; 630 
Each fav'rite fowl he ponnc'd with deathful ſway, 
And back triumphant wing d his airy way. 


My pitying eyes ffus'd a plenteous ſtream, 


To view their death thus imag'd in a dream: 

With tender ſympathy to ſooth my ſoul, 635 

A troop of matrons, fancy form'd, condole. 

But whilſt with grief and rage my boſom burn'd, 
Sudden the tyrant oi the ſkies return d: 
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Perch d on the battlements he thus began, ; 
(In form an eagle, but in voice a man). 640 
O queen? no vulgar viſion of the tky 

come, prophetic of approaching joy: 

View in this p umy form thy victor lord; 
The geele (4 glutton race) by thee dep!or'd, ; 
portend the tu tors tated to my ſword, 645 

I his ſaid, the pleaiing teather'd oinen ceas'd, 

When from the down; bands ot fl p releas'd, 

F.it by the limpid lake my twan ice train 

I tound, in atiaie of the golden grain. 

Ne viſion ſeif explain“ (che chief replies) 659 
Sincere reve-ls the 1anRton of the itkies ; 

U yſſes ſpeaks is own return decreed, 
And oy his (word tn: iuitors fure t bleed, 

Hard is the raik, and rare (h. queen rejoin 'd) 
Inpending deſtinies in dreains to tiad : 655 
Inmur d wit. in the fiient how'r t {| ep, 

Two portals nrm the variou> phantous ceep :? 

Of iv'ry one; whence flit to mock the brain, 

Of winged lics 4 light tantaitic train: 

Tie gate oppos d peilucid valves adorn, 669 
And columns air incas d wit pohith”.: horn; 

Where images of truth tor paſſa ge wait, 

With viſions maniteit of ſuture fate. 

Not to this troop, I fear, that phantom ſoar'd, 
Which ſpoke U'yif s to his realm reſtor'd; 665 
D:: uſive enblance! —But my einnanc lite 
Hcav'a thall determine in a gameful tirite : 
Wit! that tam'd bow Ul, fſes caught to dend, 
For me the riva archers thall contend. 

As on t. e liſted field he us'd to place 670 
Six came, oppos'd to fix in equ l ſpace; 

Elanc'd af r by his unerring art, 

dure thro? ſix c:rclets flew the whizzing dart. 
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60, when the fun reſtores the purple day, 

Their ſtrength and ſkill the ſuitors ſhall aſſay, 675 
To him the ſpouſal honour is decreed, 
Who through the rings directs the feather'd reed. 
Torn from theſe walls (where long the ki der pow'rs 
Witb pomp and joy have wing'd my youthful hours 1? 


The pleaſure paſt twpplies a copious theme 

For many a dreary thought, and manya doleful dream! : 
Propoſe the ſportive lot (the chief replies), 

Nor dread to name yourſelt the bowyer's prize. 
Vlyſſes will ſurprite th* unfinith'd game 685 
Avow'd, and falſify the ſuitors claim. 
Io whom with grace ſerene the queen rejoin'd. 

In all thy ſpeech what pleaſing force | find! 

O er my ſuſpended woe thy words prevail, 
J part reliant from the pleaſing tale. 690 
But heav'n, that knows what all terreſtrials need, 
Repoſe to night, and toil to day decreed: 
Grateful vicflitude! yet me withdrawn, 

Waketul to weep and watch the tardy dawn 
Eftabliſh'd uf irjoin+ ; to reſt and joy 695 
Eſtra':g'd, fince dear Ulyſſes fuld to Troy! 
Meantime inſtructed is the men al tribe 
Jour couc to faſhion as yourſelt preſcribe, 

bus affable, her hover the queen aſcends; 

The ſor'reign ſtep a heanteous train attends; 70 
There imad to her foul U y ſſes roſe ; 
Down her pale check new-ſtreaming ſorrow flows: 
Till ſoft oblivious ſhade Minerva ſpread, 

And o'er her eyes ambroſial lumber ſhed, 


Ga this poor breaſt no dawn of bl fe ſh II beim; . 
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While Ul;ſes lies in the veſtibule of the palace, he is 
 avitne/s to the diſorders of the women. Minerva com> 
forts hum, and caits bim afleep. At his awating he 
dejires 4 Journ ſigu from Fupiter, which is grants 
ed. [he feaſt of Afolls is celebrated by the people, 
and the ſuitors banquet in the palace 
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which, Uiy//es 1s injuitea by Ctcjippus, and the ret 
| continue in their exce;/es, Strange predi ies are jen 
| by 1 heoclymenus the aug ur, who explains them'to the 


deſtruction of the wozers, 


N amp'e hide divine Ulyſſes ſpread, 
| And torm'd ot fleecy ms his hu.oble bed; 
(The remnants ot the Ipo the ſuitor cond 
| la feltival devour'd, aud victims vew'd). 
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Then o'er the chief. Eurynome the chaſte 


With duteous care a downy carpet caſt : * 
With dire revenge his thoughtful boſom glows, 
And ruminatirg wrath, he ſcorns repoſe. 
As thus pavilion'd in the porch he lay, 
Scenes of lewd loves his wakeful eyes ſurvey, 10 


Whilſt to nocturnal joys impure, re pair 

With wanton glee, the proitituted fair. 

His heart with rage this new diſhononur ſtung, 
Wav'ring his thoughts in dubious balance hung; 
Or, inſtant ſhould he quench the guilty lame 15 
With their own blood, and intercept the ſhame ; 

Or to their luſt indulge a laſt embrace, 

And let the peers contummate the diſgrace ; 
Round his ſwol'n heart the murm'rous fury rolls; 

As o er her young the mother maſtiff growls, 20 
And bays the ſtranger groom: fo wrath compreſt 
Recoiling, mutter'd thunder in his breaſt. 

Poor ſuff ring heart! (he cry'd), ſupport the pain 

Ot wounded honour, and thy rage reſtrain, 

Not fiercer woes thy fortitude could toil, 25 
When the brave partners of thy ten years foil 
Dire Poly pheme devour'd : 1 then was freed, 

By patient prudence, from the d-ath decreed. 
Ius anchor'd ſaf- on reaſon's peaceful coaſt, 
Tempeſts of wrath his foul no long-r toſt; 30 

Reſtleſs his body rolls, to rage refign'd : 

As one who long with pale ey d f. mine pin'd, 

The tav'ry cates on glowing embers caſt 

Inceſſant turns, impat ent for repaſt: 

Ulyſles fo, from fide to fide devolv'd, 35 
In ſelf debate the ſuitors doom reſolv'd, 

When in the form of mort l nymph array'd, 

From heav'n deſcends the Jove born martial maid ; 
Ard hov'ring o'er his head in view confels'd, 


J he Goddeſs thus her fav'rite care addreſs d. 40 
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Oh thou, of mortals moſt inur'd to woes! 
Why roll thoſe yes unlriended of repoſe ? 
Beneath thy palace root forget thy care ; 
Bleſs'd in thy queen! ble:s'd in thy blooming heir! 
Whom, to the Gods when ſuppliant fathers bow, 45 
They name the ttaadard of their deareſt vow, 

Juſt is thy kind reproach, (the chief rejoia'd) ; 
Deeds tuli of fate diſtract my various mind, 
In conte nplation wrapt. This hoſtile crew 


M hat ſingle arm hath proweſs to ſubdue ? 30 


Or it by Jove's and thy auxiliar aid 
They're doom d to bleed; O ſay, celeſtial maid ! 
Where ihall Ulyſſes ſhun, or how ſuſtain, 
Nations embaitl-d to revenge the ſlain ? 
On impotence f taith! (Minerva cries) 3 55 
If un on frail unkno«ing man relies, 
Doubt you the Gods? Lo Pallas' ſelt deſcends, 
In pires hy counſels, and thy toils attends. 
In me affianc'd, tortity thy breaſt, 


Though myriads lea ,u'd thy rightful claim conteſt : 60 : 


My ſure divinity {hall bear the ſhield, 

And edge thy word to reap the glorious field, 
Now pay the debt to craving nature due, 

Her faded pow'rs with balmy reſt renew. 


His care diſſolves in viſionary joys : 


She ceas'd ; ambrefial flu bers teal his eyes; 1 | 
The Goddeſs, pleas'd, re gains her natal ſkies. 


Not fo the queen; the downy bands of ſleep 
By grief relax'd, ſhe wak'd again to weep : 


A gloomy paule entu'd ot dumb deſpair ; 70 


Then thus her fate invok'd, with fervent pray'r. 
Diana! ſpeed thy deathtul ebon dart, 

And cure the pangs of this convulſive heart. 

Snatch me, ye whirlwinds! tar from human race, 


Tois'd through the void illimitable ſpace: : 75 
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Or if diſmounted from the rapid cloud, 

Me with his whelming wave let ocean ſhroud 1 

So, Pandarus, thy hopes, three orphans fair, 

Were doom'd to wander through the devious air; 
Thyſelf untimely ani thy conſort dy'd, 80 
Bu: four celeſtials both your cares * 

Venvuy n tender delicacy rears 

With honey, milk, and wine, their infant years; 
Imperial Juno to their youth aſſign'd 
A form majeſtic, and ſagacious mind; 85 
With ſhapely growth Diana grac'd the bloom, 

And Pallas taught the texture of the loom. 

But whiiſt, to learn their lots in nuptial love, 

Bright Cytherea ſought the bow'r of Jove ; 
(The God ſupreme, to whoſe eternal eye 90 
T he regiſters of fate expanded lie); | 
Wing'd Harpies ſnatch'd th' unguarded charge away, 
And to the furies bore a grateful prey. 

Be ſuch my lot! or thou Diana ſpeed 

Thy ſhaft, and ſend me joyful to the dead, 95 
To ſeek my lord among the warrior-train, 

Fre ſecond vows my bridal faith profane. 

When woes the waking ſenſe alone aſſail, 

Whi:ft night extends her ſoft oblivious veil, 


Of other wretches care the torture ends: 100 


No truce the warfare of my heart ſuſpends ! 

The night renews the day-diſtracting theme, 

And airy terrors ſable ev'ry dream. 

The laſt aloue a kind illuſion wrought, 

And to my bed my lov'd Ulyſſes brought, 105 

In manly bloom, and each majeſtic grace, 

As when for Troy he left my fond embrace: 

such raptures in my beating boſom riſe, 

Il deem it ſure a viſion of the ſkies, 
Thus, whilſt Aurora mounts her purple throne, 140 

In audible laments the breathes her moan ; 
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The ſounds aſſault Ulyſſ:s* wakeful ear; 
Miſ-jadging of the cauſe, a ſudden fear 
Of his arrival known, the chief alarms; ' 
He thinks the queen is ruſhing to his arms. 113 
Upipringing from his couch, with active haſte, 
The fleece and carpet in the dome he plac'd: 
( | he hide, without, imbib'd the morning air), 
And thus the Gods invok'd, with ardent pray'r. 
 Jove, and #thereal'thrones ! with heav'n to friend, 
If the long feries of my woes ſhall end; 12 
Ot hu nan race now riſing from ed | 
Let one a bl ſsful omen here diſcioſe ; 
And to confiym my faith, propitions Jove ! 
Vouchtafe the ſanction of a ſign above. 125 
Whilſt lowiy thus the chief adoring bows, 
The pitying God his guardian aid avows. 
Loud from a ſapphire ſky his thunder ſounds : 
With pringing hope the hero's heart rebounds, 
Soon, with conſummate joy to crown his pray'r, 130 
An omen'd voice invad-s his raviſh'd ear. 
Beneath a pile that clo:e the done adjoin'd, 
Twelve fe wal {lives the gift of Ceres grind; 
Taſk'd tor the royal board to bolt the bran ' 
From the pure flour, (the growth and ſtrength of man); | 


Di:charging to the day the labour due, 136 
Now early to repoſe the reſt withdrew; 

One maid, unequal to the taſk aſſi n'd, 7 TH 
Still turn'd the toilſome mill with anxious mind; 5 8 
And thus in bitterneſs of toal divin d. 140 


Father of Gods and men ! whoſe thunders roll 
O er the czrulean vault, and hake the pole; 
Whoe'er irom heav'n has gain'd th's rare oſtent, 
(Of granted vows a certain ſignal fent), 
h this bleſs'd moment of accepted pray'r, 145- 
Pitcous, regard a wretch conſum'd with care! 
. EE 
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Inſtant, O Jove! confound the ſuitor train, 
For whom o'er toil'd 1 grind the golden grain: 

Far from this dome the lewd devourers caſt, | 
And be this feſtival decreed their laſt! 150 
Big with their doom denounc'd in earth and ſky, 

Ulyſſes“ heart dilares with ſ-cret joy 
Meantime the menial train with unctuous wood 
Heap'd high the genial hearth, Vulcanian tood: 
When, early dreſs d advanc'd the royal heir; 135 
Wi'h manly graſp he wav'd a martial ſpear, 
A radiant ſabre grac'd his purple zone, 
And on his foot the golden ſ:indal ſhone. 
His ſteps impetuous to the portal preſs'd; 
And Euryclea thus he there addreſs'd. 160 
Say thou, to whom my youth its nurture owes, 
Was care for due refection, and repoſe, 
Keſtow'd the ſtranger-gueſt? or waits he griev'd, 
His age not honour'd, nor his wants reliev d? 
Promiſcuous grace on all the queen conters ; 165 
(In woes bewilder'd, oft the wiſeſt errs) 
The wordy vagrant to the dole aſpires, 
And modeſt worth with noble ſcorn retires. 
She thus: O ceaſe that ever - honour'd name 
To blemiſh now; it ill deſerves your blame. 170 
A bowl of gen'rous wine ſuffic'd the gueſt; 
In vain the queen the night refection preſt; 
Nor would he court repoſe in downy ſtate, 
Unbleſs'd, abindon'd to the rage of fate! 
A hide beneath the portico was ſpread, 173 
And fleecy ſkins compos' d an humble bed: 
A downy carpet calt with duteous care 
Secur'd him from the keen noctur nal air. 
His cornel jav'lin pois d, with regal port, 
To the ſage Greeks conven'd in Themis“ court, 180 
Forth iſſuing from the dome, the prince repair'd: 
Two dogs of chace, a lion hearted guard, 
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Behind him ſour ly ſtalk d. Without delay 

The dame divides the labour ot the day; 

Thus urging to the toil the menial train 185) 
What marks ot luxury the mar ole Rain ! 5 
Its wonted luſtre let the floor re gain: 


Tbe ſeats with purple clothe in order due; 


And let th' abſterſive ſpouge the board renew: 

Let foine refreſh t e vaſe's ſullied mold; 190 

Some bid the goblets boalt thei native gold: 

Some to the {pring, witn each a ju, repair, 

And copious waters pure for bathing bear; 

Diſpatch for ſoon the tuitors will aflay 

The lunar feaſt rites to ch= God of day. 195 
She ſaid; with duteous haſte a evy fair 

Of twenty virgins to the ſpring repair: 

With varied toils the reſt adorn the done. 

Magnificent, aud vliti:e, the ſuitors come. 

Som: wield tne ſounding axe the dodder'd oaks 200 

Divide, obedient to the forceful Rrok:s, 

S:on from the fount, with each a brimming urn, 

(Eumeus in their train), the maids return. 

I hree pork:rs for the feait, ail brawny-chin'd, 

He »rought; the choicelt of the tulky kind: | 205 

In lodgimeuts firſt ſecuce his care he vie w'd, 

Th-u to the king, this friendiy ſpeech rene w'd: 

Now lay ſincere, my guet! the ſuitor train 

Still treat they worth with lordly dull diidain; : 


Or ſpeaks their deed a bounteous mind humane? 210 


Some pitying God (Uiyſſes ſad repiy'd) 
With vollied vengeance blait their tow' ring pride! 
No .onſ{c:ous bluſh, no tenle of right reitrains 
Th- tides of lun that twell their boiling veins: 
From vice to vice their appetites are toſt, 215 
All cheaply lated at another's colt. 

While thus the chief his woes indignant told, 
Mclagtiuus, maſter of che bearded told, 
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The goodlieſt goats of all the royal herd 

Spontaneous to the ſuitors” fealt preferr'd : 220 

Ivo grooms aſſiſtant bore the victims bound; 

With quav'ring eries the vaulted roofs re ſound: 

And to the chief auſtere, aloud began 9 

The wretch untriendly to the race of man. 5 

Here, vagrant, ſtill? offenſive to my lords! 225 

Blows have more energy than airy words ; | 

Theſe arguments I'll ute: nor conſcious ſhame, 

Nor threats, thy bold intruſion will reclaim. 

On this high feaſt the meaneſt vulgar boaſt 

A plenteous board! Hence! ſeek another hoſt! 230 
. Rej»inder to the churl the king difdain'd, 

But ſhook his head, and rifing wrath reſtrain'd. 
From Cephalenia croſs the ſurgy main 

Phi ætius late arriv'd, a faithful ſwain. 

A ſteer ungratetul to the bull's embrace, 233 

And goats he brought, the pride of all their race; 

Imported in a ſhallop not his own: 

The dome re- echo'd to their mingled moan, 

Straight to the guardian of the briſtly kind 

He thus began benevolent of mind. 240 
What gueſt is he, of ſuch majeſtic air? 

His lineage and paternal chme declare: 

Dim through th' eclipſe of fate, the rays divine 

Of ſov reign ſtate with faded ſplendour ſhine. 

If monarchs by the Gods are phung'd in wo, 245 
To what abyſs are we foredoom'd to go! 

Then affable he thus the chief addreſs'd, 

| Whilſt with pathetic warmth his hand he preſs d. 

stranger! way fate a milder aſpect ſhew, 

And ſpin thy future with a whiter clue ! 250 

© Jove ! for ever deaf to human cries, | 

J he tyrant, not the father of the ſkies! 

Unpit-ons of the race thy will began 

Ihe fool of fate, thy manufacture, man, 
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With penury, contempt, repulſe, and care, 257 
The galling load of life is doom d to bear. 
Ulyſſes from his ttate a wand'rer ſtill, 
Upbraids thy pow'r, thy wiſdom, or thy will: 
o monarch ever der —O man of wo — 
Freſh fl W my tears. and [hall for eve: flow ! 260 
Like thee, poor (tra:1ger-gueſt, den;*d his home! 
Like thee, in ras obſcene decreed to roam! 
Or haply per iſh'd on ſome diltant coaſt, 
InStyzian gloom he glides a penſive ghoſt ! 
O, grateful for the good his bounty gave, 265 
III grieve, till arrow {ink me to the grave! 
His kind prot cting hand my youth preferr'd, 
T he regent of his Cephalen ian herd: 
With vaſt increaſe beneath my care it ſpreads, 
A ſtately breed! and blackens far rhe meads. 170 
Conſtrain'd, the choicelt bezves I thence import, 
To cram theſe «ormorauts that croud his court? 
Who in partition feek his realm to ſhare; 
Nor human right, nor wrath divine revere. 
Since here reſolv'd oppreſſive theſe reſide, - 275 
Contending doubts my anxious heart divide: 
Now to ſome foreign elime inclin'd to fly, 
And with the royal herd protection buy: 
Then, happier thoughts return the nodding ſcale, 
Light mounts deſpair, alternate hopes prevail: 290 
In op'ning proſpects of ideal joy, 
My king returns; the proud uſurpers die. 

To whom the chiet: In thy capacious mind 
Since daring zeal with cool debate is join'd 


Attend a deed already ripe in fate: 283 

Atteſt, Oh Jove! the truth I now relate! 

This ſacred truth atteſt each genial pow'r, 

Who bleſs the board, and guard this friendly bow'r! 

Before you quit the dome (nor long delay) 

Thy wiſh produc'd in ad. with pleas'd ſurvey, 2 
F 6 


290 
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Thy wond'ring eyes ſhall view: his rightful reign 5 


By arms avow d Ulyſſes ſhall regain, 
And to the ſhades devote the ſuitor- train. 
O Jove tupreme! (the raptur'd ſwain replies), 
With deeds conſummate toon the promis'd joys! 29g 
Theſe aged nerves, with new-born vigour ſtrung, 
In that bleſs'd cauſe ſhould emulate the young 
Aſſents Fumæus to the pray'r addreſt; 
And equal ardours fire his loyal breaſt. 
Meantime the ſuitors urge the prince's fate, 300 
And deathful arts employ the dire debate : 
When in his airy tour, the bird of Jove 
Truſs'd with his ſinewy pounce a trembling dove; 
Siniſter to their hope! This omen ey'd 
Amphinomus, who thus preſaging cry'd. 305 
T he Gods from force and fraud the prince defend; 
O peers} the ſanguinary ſcheme ſuſpend : 
Your future thought let ſable fare employ ; 5 
And give the preſent hour to genial joy. 
Fron council ſtraĩght th' aſſenting peerage ceaſt, 310 
And in the dome prepar'd the genial feaſt. 
Diſrob'd, their veſts apart in order lay. 
Then all with ſpeed ſuccinct the victims ſlay: 
With ſheep and ſhiggy goats the porkers bled, 
And the proud ſteer was on the marble ſpread. 315 
With fire prepar'd they deal the morſels round, 
Wine roſy bright the brimming goblets crown'd, 
By age Eumeus borne: the purple tide 
Melanth ius from an ample jar ſupply'd : 
High caniders of bread Ph læt ius plac'd 320 
And eager all devour the rich repaſt. 
Diſpos'd apart, Ulyſſes thares the treat! 
A trivet table, and ignobler ſeat, 
' The prince -ppoints ; but to his fire aſſigns 


The taſteful inwards, and nectareous wines. 327 
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Partake, my gueſt, (he ery d), without controul 
The ſocial feaſt, and drain the cheering bowl : 
Dread not the railer's laugh, nor ruffian's rage; 
No vulgar roof protects thy honour'd age; 


This dome a refuge to thy wrongs that be, | 330 


From my gi eat fire th ſoon devolv'd to me! 

Your violence and ſcorn, ye ſuitors, ceaſe, 

Lelt arms aveng: the violated peace. 

Aw'd by the prince, ſo hiughty, brave, and young, 

Rage naw'd the hp, a nazement chain'd the tongue. 

Be patient, peers! (at length Antinous cries); 336 

The threats of vain imperious youth deſpiſe : 

Would Jove permit the me litated blow, 

That ſtream of eloquence ſhould ceaſe to flow. 
Without reply vouchſaf d, Antinous ceas d: 340 

Meanwhiic the pomp ot feſtival increas'd : 


By heralds rank'd, in marſhil!'d order move 


The city tribes, to pleas'd Apoilo's grove : 


The lunar hecatomb they grateful laid; 345 
Partook the ſacred fealt, and rituai honour paid. 
But the rich banquet in the do ne prepar'd, 
(An humble five-board tet). Ulyſſes ſhar'd. 
Ob(ervant ot the prince's nigh benelt, 
His menial train attend th- itragger- gueſt; 350 
Whom Pallas with unpard ning fury fir'd, 
By lordly pride and keen reproach intpir'd, 
A Samian peer, more ſtudious tnan the reſt 
Of vice, who tee nd with nany a dead born jeſt ; 
And urg'd, for titic to a contort queen, 358 
Un u:nber'd acres. arable and green; 
(Ct-fippus nam' u); chis lord Ulyſſes ey'd, 
And ti us ourſt out, impoſthumate wita pride. 
T he ſentence I propoie, ye pe-rs, attend: 


diner due regard mult wait tue prince s friend, 360 


Beneath the verdure of which awful ſhade, ? 


13 HOMER% ODYSSEY. RN 
Let each a token of eſteem) beſtow ; 

This gift acquits the dear reſpect IT owe 

With which he nobly may diſcharge his ſeat; 

And pay the menials for the mater's treat. 


He ſaid; and of the ſteer before him plac'd, 361 


That ſinewy fragment at Ulyſſes caſt, 

Where to the paſtern bone, by ner ves combin'd, 

The well horn'd foot indifloſubly join'd; 5 
Which whizzing high, the wall unſeemly ſign'd. 


The chief, indignant, grins a ghaſtly ſmile; 370 


Revenge and fcorn within his boſom boil: 

When thus the prince, with pious rage inflam'd: 

Had not th' inglorious wound thy malice aim'd 
Fall'n guiltleſs of the mark, my certain ſpear 

Had made thee buy the brutal triumph dear: 375 
Nor ſhould thy fire, a queen his daughter boaſt; 

The ſuitor, now, had vanifh'd in a ghoſt: 

No more, ye lewd compeers, with lawleſs pow'r 
Invade my dome, my herds and flocks devour : 


For genuine worth, of age mature to know, 380 


My grape ſhall redden, and my harveſt grow, 
Or if each other's wrongs ye ſtill ſupport, 
With rapes and riot to protane my court ; 


On me let ail your lifted ſwords deſcend, | 

And with my life ſuch vile dilhonours end. 
A long ceſſation of diſeourſe enſu'd, 

By gentler Agelaus thus renew'sd : 

A juſt reproof, ye peers! your rage reſtrain 


Foam the protect d gueſt, and menial train: 390 


And, prince! to ſtop che ſource of futuve ill, 

Aſſent yourſelf, and gain the royal will. 

Whilſt bepe prevail'd to ſee your fire reſtor'd, 

Of right the queen retus'd a ſecond lord. ; 
But who ſo vain of faith, fo blind to fate, 395 
To chink he ſtill ſurvives to claim the ſtate ? | 


What ſingle arm with numbers can contend ? 5 
385 
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| Now preſs- the ſov'reign dame with warm deſire 
To wed, as wealth or worth her choice inſpire: 
The lord ſe lected to the nuptial joys, 
Far hence will dead the long contended prize: 400 
While in paternal pomp, with plenty bleſs'd, 
You reign, of this mnperiel done poſſeſsd. 
Sage and ſerene Telemachus replies: 
By:him at whoſe be heſt the thunder flies ! 
And by the name on earth I moſt revere, 405 
By great Ulyſſes, and his woes I ſwear ! 
(Who never mult review his dear domain 
Inroll'd, perhaps, in Pluto's dreary train); 
Whene'er her choice the royal dame avows, 
My bridal gitts thall icad-the future ſpouſe : 410 
But from this dome my parent- queen to chaſe |ſ— 
From me, ye Gods! avert ſuch dire diſgrace. 
But Pallas clouds with intellectual gloom 
The ſuitors' fouls, inſenſate ot their doom ! 
A mirthful frenzy ſeiz d the fated croud; 415 
The rocis reſoun.! with cauſeleſs laughter loud: 
Floating in gore, portentous to /urvey ! 
In each w.iſcob ur'd vaſe the viands lay: 
Then down each cheek the tears ſpontaneous flow, 
And ſudden ſighs precede approaching wo. 42S 
In viſion rapt, th. “ Hypereſian ſeer 
Uproſe, and thus divin'd the vengeance near. 
O race to death devote! with Stygian ſhade 
Each deſtin'd peer impending fates invade : 
With tears your wan diſtorted cheeks aredrown'd; 425 
With ſanguine drops the walls are rubied round: 
Thick ſw arms the ſpacious hall with howling ghoſts, 
To people Orcus, and the burning co ſts! 
Nor gives the ſun his golden orb to roll, 
But univer!4l night uſurps the pole 430 
Yet warn'd in vain, with langhter loud elate 
The peers reproach the ſure divine of tate; 


_ ® Theoclymenus, 


— 
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And thus Eurymachus: The dotard's mind 
To ev'ry ſenſe is loſt, to reaſon blind: 
Swift from the dome conduct the ſlave away; 435 
Let him in open air behold the day 

Tax not, (the heav'n-illumin'd ſeer rejoin'd), 
Of rage, or folly, my prophetic mind. 
No clouds of error dim th? ethereal rays, | 
Her equal pow'r each faithful ſenſe obeys. 40% 

Unguided hence my trembliag ſteps I bend, AE 

Far hence, before yon hov'ring deaths deſcend; | 
Leſt, the ripe harveſt of revenge begun, | 
I ſhare the doom ye ſuitors cannot ſhun, | | 

T his ſaid, to ſage Pirzus ſped the ſeer, 4435 

His honour'd hoſt, a welcome in mate there. 

O'er the protracted feaſt the ſuitors ſit, 

And aim to wound the prince with pointleſs wit: 
Cries one, with ſcorntul leer and mimic voice, 

'Thy charity we praiſe, but not thy choice; 450 
Why ſuch profuſion of indulgence ſhown 
To this poor, tim'rous, toil deteſting drone ? 
That other feeds on planetary ſchemes, 

And pays is hoſt with hideous noon-day dreams. 
But, prince! for once at leaſt believe a friend, 455 
To ſome Sicilian mart theſe courtiers ſend, 

Where, it they yield their freight acroſs the main, 
Dear ſell the ilaves l demand no greater gain. 

Thus jovial they; but nought the prince replies; 
Full on his fire he roll'd his ardent eyes; 460 
Impatient ſtraight to fleſh his virgin-ſworl ; 

From the wiſe chiet he waits the deathful word. 

Nigh in her bright al-ove, the penſive queen 

To ſee the circle ſat of all unſeen. | 
Sated at length tiey riſe, and bid prepare 465 
An eve repaſt, wit! equal coſt and care: : 
But vengetul Pallas, with preventing ſpeed, : 


A feaſt proportion'd to their crimes decreed; 


A feaſt of death! the jeatiers doom'd to bleed! 
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The bending of Ulyſſes's bow, 


Penelope, to put an end to the ſolicitation of the ſuitors, 
propoſes to marry the perſon who /hall firſt bend the 
bow of Ulyſſes, and ſhoot throuzh the ringlets A. 
ter their attempts have proved ineffettual, Ulyſſes, 

' taking Eumeus and Philætius apart, diſcovers bim 
ſelf ta them; then returning, defires leave ts try his 
ftrength at the bow, which though reſuſed with in- 
dignation by the ſuitors, Penelope and Telemaches 
cauſe it to be delivered to his hands He bends it im · 
mediaiely, and ſhoots through all the rings, Fupiter 
in the ſame inſtant thunders fr im heaven ; Ulyſſes ac- 
cepts the omen, and gives a ſign to Telemachus, wha 
ſtands ready armed at his fide. 


ND Pallas now, to raiſe the rivals fires, 
With her own art Penelope inſpires : 

Who now can bend Ulyſſis bow, an! wing 

| The well-aim'd arrow through the diltant ring. 
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Shall end the ſtrife and win th' imperial dame; 


But diſcord and black death await the game 4 
The prudent queen the lofty ſtair aſcends, 

At diſtance due a virgin train attends; 

A brazen key ſhe held, the handle turn'd. 

With iteel and poliſh'd elephant adorn'd: 10 


Swift to the in noſt room the bent her way, 
W here fate repos'd the royal treaſur- s lay; 
There ſhone high heap'd the labour'd braſs and ore, 
And there the bow which great Ulyſſes bore. 
And there the quiver, wire now guiltlefs ept 15 
T hoſe winged deaths that many a matron wept, 

I his gift. long ſince when Sparta's ſuores he trod, 
On young Ulyſſes Iphitus beſtow'!d : 
Beneath Orfilochus's roof they met, 


One loſs was private, one a public debt: 20 


Me ſſena's tate from Ithaca detains 

Three hundred ſheep, and all the ſhepherd ſwains : 
And to the yourhful prince to urge the laws, 

The king and elders truſt their common cauſe, 


But Iphitus, employ'd on other cares, 25 


Search'd the wide country for his wand ring mares, 
And mules, the ſtrongeſt of the lay'ring kind; 

| Hapleſs to ſearch! more hapleſs Ril} to find! 

For jonrneying on to Hercules at length, 


That lawleſs wretch, that man of brutal ſtren th, 30 


Deaf to heav'n's voice, the ſociul rite tranſgreſt ; 
And for the beauteous mares detiroy'd his guelt. - 
He gave the bow; and on Ulyiſes' part 

| Receiv'd a pointed ſword and m'ſſile dart: 


Of luckleſs friendſhip on a toreron ſhore 35 


Their firſt, 1: pleoges! for they met no more. 
The bow bequrath'd by this nnhappy hand; 
Ulyſſes bore not from his native land; 

Nor in the front of battle tau ht to bend, 


But kept, in dear memorial ol his friend. 40 
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While thus the matron with majeſtic air. 
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Now gently winding up the fair aſcent, 

By many an eaſy ſtep, the matron went; 

Then o'er the pavements gides with grace divine, 

(With poliſh'd oak the level pavements ſhine) ; | 

The foldiitz gates a dazzling light ditplay'd, 45. 

With pomp of various architrave o'erlaid. 

The bolt, obedient to the filken ſtring, 

Forſakes the ſtaple as the pulls the ring; 

The wards reſpondent to the key turn round; 

The bars tall back; the fl. ing valves reſound; 50 

Loud as a bull makes hill and valley ring,. 

80 roar'd the lock when it releas'd the ſpring. 

She moves r ajeſtic through the wealthy room, 

Where treaſur'd garments cat a rich perfame: 

There from the co'u nn where aloft it hung, 55 

Reach'd, in its-ſplendid caſe, the bow unſt ung: 

Acroſs her knees ſhe laid the well (nown bow, 


And penſive ſat, and tears began to flow; 


To full fatiety of grief ſhe mourns ; 

Then ſilent, to the joyous hall returns, 60. 

To the proud ſuitors bears in penſive ſtate 

Th? unbended bow, and arrows wing'd with fate. 
Behind, her train the pol-ſir'd coffer brings, 


Which held th” alternate braſs and ſilver rings, 


Full in the portal the chaſte queen appears, 6s 
And with her veil conceals the coming tears: 
On either ſide awaits a virgin fair; 


Say you, whom theſe forbidden walls incloſe, 
For whom my victims bleed. my vintage flows; 70 
It theſe neglected, faded charms can move? 
Or is it but a vain pretence, you love? 
If I the prize, if me you ſeek to wife, 
Hear the conditions, and commence the ſtrife. 
Who firſt Ulyſſes? wondrous bow ſhall bend, Is : 
And through twelve ringlets the flect arrow ſend, 
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Him will ] follow, and forſake my home, 
For him forſake this lov'd, this wealthy dome, 
Long, long the ſcene of all my palt delight, 
And fill to laſt, the viſion of my night 
Grace ful ſhe ſaid, and bade Eumæ is ſhow 
The ival peers the r nglets and the bow. 
From his full eyes the tears unbidden ſpring, 
Teuch'd at the cear memorials of his ki g. 
Philæ ius too relents. but ſeeret ſhed 
The tender drops Antinous taw, and ſaid. 
Hence to your fields, ye ruſtics ! hence away, 
Nor [tain with grief the pleaſures of the day; 
Nor to the royal heart recall in vain 
The ſad remembrance of a periſh'd man. 
Enough her precious tears already flow —— 
Or ſhare the feaſt with due reſpect or go 
To weep abroad, and leave to us the bow: 
No vulgar taſk ! II/ iuits this court y crew 
That ſtubborn horn which brave Ulyſſes drew. 
I well remember (for I gaz'd him o'er 
While yet a child) what majeity he bore! 
And ſtill (all infant as I was) retain 


The port, the ſtrength, the grandeur of the man. 


He ſaid, but in his ſoul fond joys ariſe, 
And his proud hopes already win the prize. 
. To ip: ed the flying ſhaft through ev'ry ring, 
Wretch ! is not thine ! the arrows of the king 
Shall end thoſe hopes, and fate is on the wing | 
Then thus Telemachus: Some God I find 
With pleaſing frenzy has poſſeſs d my mind; 
When a lov'd mother threatens to depart, 


Com; then, ye ſuitors ! and diſpute a prize 
Richer than ali th Achaian ſtate ſupplies, 
Than ail proud Argos or Myczna knows, 
Than all our iſles or continents incloſe: 


2 
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105 


Why with this ill-tim'd gladneſs beats my heart? 


110 
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A woman matchleſs, and almoſt divine, 
Fit for the praiſe of ev'ry tongue but mine. 
Nu more excuſes then, no more delay; 


1 
Haſte to the trial Lo I lead the way. a 

I too may try, and if this arm can wing 

The feather'd arrow through the deſtin'd ring, 

Then if no happier knight the conqueſt boaſt, 

1 ſhall not ſorrow for a mother loſt ; 126 


But bleſs'd in her, poſſe ſs theſe arms alone, 
Heir of my father's (tr-ngth, as well as throne. 
He ſpoke ; then riſing, his oroad ſword unbound, 
And caſt his purple garment on the ground, 
Atr:nch he open d; in a line he piac'd 
The level axes, and the points nade tait 
(His perfect ſkill the wand ring gazers ey'd, 
The game 4s yet unſeen, as yet untry'd), 
Then, with a manly pace, he took his ſtand; 
And graſp' d the bow, and twang'd it in his hand, 130 
Three ti nes, with beating heart, be made ailiy; 
Three times, unequal to the taſk, gave way: 
A modeſt boldnets on his check appear'd : 
And thrice he hop'd. and thrice again he fear?d, 
The fourth had drawn it. The great fire with joy - 
Beheid, but with a fign forbade the boy. 136 
His ardour ſtraight th' ovedienr prince fuppreis d, 
And artful, t us the ſuitor train addreis'd. 
Oh lay the cauſe on youth yet immature ! 
(For hea-'n forbid, ſuch weakneſs ſhould endure). 146 
How thail this arm, unequal to che bow, 
Retort an i, ſult, or repel a foe ? 
Bur you! whoin heav'n with better nerves has bleſt, 
Accept the trial, and the prize conteſt. 
le caſt the Do b. tore him, and apart 147 
Ag inſt the poliſh'd quiver propt the dart. 
Re ſuming then his at. Eitheus' fon 
The bold Antinous, to the relt begun. 
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% From where the goblet firſt degins to flow, 
From right to left in order take the bow; 159 
+ And prove-your ſev'ral Rrengths. oth princes 
heard; 
= And firſt Leiodes, blameleſs prieſt, appear'd; 
'T he el elit ern ot O nops' noble race, 
by Who next the goblet held his holy place: 
| He, only he, of all tae ſuitor throng, 155 
Their deeds detelte'!, and abjur'd the wrong. 
Wich tender hands the ſtunporn horn he ſtrains, 
Tne ſtu born hon reſiſted all his pains! | 
Already in de Dar he gives it oer: | 1 
Take it who wil , (he cries), I ſtrive no more. 160 | 
Wat num'rous deaths attend this fatal bow? 
What touis and ſpirits {hall it nd below? 
Better indeed to die, and fairly give 
Nature her ebt, than diſapp ate d live, 
With each new uu to tome new hope a prey, 165 
Yet til: to morrow falſer than to day. 
How long in v in Penelope we ſought ? 
This bow (hall eie us of that idle thonght, 
And ſend us with ſome humbler wite to live, 
Whom gold thall gain, or deſtiny ſhall give. 170 
Thus ip aking, on the floor the bow he plac'd, | 
I With rich inlay th- various floor was grac'd); | 
At diſtance far the feather'd thatt he throws, 
And to the ſea returns from whence he role. 

To him Antinous thus with fury ſaid 175 
What words ill omen'd from thy lips have fled ? 
Thy coward function ever is in fear; 

Thoſe arins are dreadtul which theu canſt not bear, 

Wh: ſhould this bow be fatal to the brave, 

Becauſe? the pri ſt is born a peaceful ſlave ? 130 
Mark then what others can Ae ended there, 

And bad M. lanthius a vaſt piie prepare; 
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He gives it inſtant flame: then faſt beſide 

Spreads o'er an ample board a bullock's hide. 

With melted lard they ſoak the weapon o'er, 185 
Chafe ev*ry knot, and lupple ev'ry pore. 

Vain all their art, and ali their Urength as vain ; 
Th: bow inf: xivle refiits their pain, 

T he force o! great Eurymachus alone 

And bold Autinous, yet uutry'd, unknown: 
Thole only now re:nau.'d , but thate confeſt 

Of all the train the migntieſt and the »eſt. 

Then trom the hall, and trom tne noity crew, 
The matters oi the herd and ff ck withdrew, 
The king ovierves them: he the hall for fakes, 
And, p-|t the ats ct the court o'ertakes, 

Then thus with accent mi-d Uiyſſes ſpoke: 

Ye faichtul guardians of the herd and flock ! 
Shall I the ſecret of my brealt conceal, 

Or (as my foul now dictates) (hilt I tell? 

Say, ſhould ſome fav'ring God reſtore again 

The loit Ulyſſes to his native reign ? | 
How beat your hearts? what aid would you afford ? 
To the proud ſuitors, or your antient | rd ? 

_ Phiiztius thus: Oh were thy word not vain! 206 
Would mighty Jove reſtare that man again! 
Theſe age ſinews with new vigour ſtrung 

In bis bleſ-'d cauſe ſhould emulate the young. 
With equal vows Eumæus too unplor'd 

Each power above, with wilhes tor his lord. 

He ſaw their ſecret ſouls, and thus began. 
Thoſe vow the Gods accord: behold the man! 
Your own Ulyſf s! twice ten years detain'd 
By woes and wand'rings from this hapl-f+ land: 
A: length h- comes, but comes deſpis'd, unknown, 215 
And finding faithful you, and you alone. 
All elſe have caſt him from their very thought, 

Ev'n in their wiſhes, and their pray'rs forgot! 
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Hear then, my friends If Jove this arm ſucceed, 


And give yon impious revellers to bleed, 220 


My care ſhall be, to bleſs your tuture lives 
With large poſſeſſions. and with faithful wives; 


And each on young Telewachus attend, 
And each be call'd his brother, and my friend 225 
To give you firmer taith, now truſt your eye: 


Faſt by my palace ibail your domes afcend, ? 


Lo the broad ſcar indented on my thigh, 


When with Auto'ycus's ſons, of yore, 


On Parnaſs' top I chas'd the tuſky boar, 


His ragged veſt then drawn afide diſclos'd 230 
The ſian conſpicuous and the ſcar expos'd : 
Eager they view'd; with j y they ſtood amaz d; 
W. th tearful eyes o'er all their maiter gaz'd : 
Around his neck their longing arms they caſt, 
His head, hes th ulders, and his kn-es embrac'd : 235 
T ears follow'd tears; no word wis in their pow'r; 
In ſolemn ſile nc tell the kindly ſhow'r 
1 he king too weeps. the king too graſps their hands, 
And movelelſs. as a marb'e founta ſtands 

I hus had their joy wept down the letting ſun; 240 
But firſt the wiſe man ceas'd, and thus begun. 
Enough on other cares your thought employ, 
For danger waits on all untimely joy. 
Fall many foes, and fierce, obierve us near: 


Some may betray, and yonder walls may hear. 245 


Re- enter then, not all at once, but ay 

Some moments you, nd let me I ad tne way. 

To me. neglected as I am, I know 

The h.ughty ſuitors will deny the bow; 

But thou, Eunizus, as 'tis borne away, 250 
Thy maſter's weapon to his ha d convey, 

At ev'ry portal let ſome matron wait, 

And each lock fait the weil compacted gate: 
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Cloſe let them keep, whate'er invades their ear; 
Tho' arms, or ſhouts, or dying groans they hear. 255 


To thy ſri charge, Philztius we conſign 


The court's main gate: to guard that paſs be thine. | 
This ſaid, he firſt return'd : the faithful ſwains 
At diſtance follow, as their king ordains. 
Before the flame Eurymachus now ſtands, 
And turns the bow, and chafes it with his hands: 
Still the tough bow unmov'd The lofty man 
Sigh'd from his mighty foul and thus began, | 
I mourn the common caule : for, ob my friends! 
On me, on all, what grief, what ſhame atteuds? 265 
Not the loſt nuptials can affect me more, 
(For Cr ece has beanteous dames on ev'ry ſhore) ; 
But be ffled thus! contefs'd fo far below 
Ulyſſes itrenyth as not to bend his bow! 
How thall all ages our attempt deride ! 
Our weakneſs ſcorn ! Antinous thus reply'd, 
Not fo, Eurymachus: that no man draws 
The wondrous bow, attend another caute. 
Sacred to Phœbus is the ſolemn day, 
Which thoughtleis we in games would waſte away: 275 
Till the next dawn this ill tim'd (rife forego, 
And here leave fix'd the ringlets in a row. 
Now bid the ſew'r approach, and let us join 
In due libations, and in rites divine; 
So end our night: before the day ſhall ſpring, 
The choiceſt off rings let Melanthius brin LE 
Let then to Phaeous? name the fatt d thighs 
Feed the rich {mokes, high curling to the skies. 
So ſhiil the patron of theſe arts beſtow 
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280 


(For his the gift) the skill to bend the (ow. 285 


They heard well pleas'd the ready heralds bring 


The cleanſing waters from the limpid ſpring : 


The gobl-r high with roty wine they crowa'd, 
In order circling to the peers around. 
Vos. II. G 
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That rite compleat, uproſe the thoughtful man, 250 
And thus his meditated ſcheme began, 

If what I ask your noble minds approve, 
Ye peers and rivals in the royal love! 
Chief, if it hurt not great Antinous? ear, 
(Whoſe ſage deciſion I with wonder hear), 295 | 


And it Eurymachus the motion pleaſe; 

Cive heav'n this day, and reſt the bow in peace. 
To morrow let your arms diſpute the prize, 

And take it he, the favour'd of the skies ! 


4 But ſince till then this trial you delay, 300 ö 

Truſt it one moment to my hands to day: E 

1 | Fain would I prove, before your judging eyes, 4 

Wet t What once I was, whom wretched you deſpiſe; \ 
5 If yet this arm its ancient force retain; 8 
= Or if my woes, (a long continued train), 305 ; 8 
And wants, and inſults, make me leſs than man. 1 

Rage flaſh'd in lightning from the ſuitors' eyes, bY 

Yet mix'd with terror at the bold empriſe. [-Y 

Antinous then: O miſerable gucſt! | F 


Is common ſenſe quite banith'd from thy breaſt? 310 y 
Suffic'd it not within the palace plac'd 
To fit diſtinguiſh'd, with our preſence grac'd (k 


Admitted here with princes to confer, M 
A man unknown, a needy wanderer? M 
To copious wine this inſolence we owe, 315 M 
And much thy betters wine can overthrow: 13 
The great Eurytion when this frenzy tung, VS. 
Pirithous' roots with frantic riot rung : . 
Boundleſs the Centaur rag'd ; till one and all 10 
The heroes roſe, and dragg'd him from the hall; ze 
His nole they ſhorten'd, and his ears they ſlit, TI 
And ſent him ſober'd home, with better wit. An 
' Hence with long war the double race was curſt, 
Fatal to all, but to th' aggreſſor fick, | Big 
| WI. 
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Know, friend! that virtue is the path to praiſe, 


- 
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Such fate I propheſy our gueſt attends, 323 
If here this interdicted bow he bends: 

Nor hall theſe walls ſuch inſolence contain; 

The firſt fa r wind tranſports hin o'er the main; 


 Wh:re Fchetus to death the guilty brings, 


(The worſt of mortals, ev'a the worſt of kings). 330 
Better than that, if thou approve our cheer, 
Ceaſe the mad ftrife, and ſhire our bounty here. 

To this the queen her juſt diſſike expreſt, 
'Tis impious, prince to harm the ſtranger gueſt, 
Baſe to inſult who bears a ſuppliant's name, 335 
And ſome reipe& Telemachus may claim. 
What if th' im nortals on the min beſtow 
Suſici.nt ſtrength to draw the mighty bow! 
Shall I, a queen, by rival chiefs ador'd. 
Accept a wand'ring ſtranger for my lord ? 349 
A hope ſo idle never ton-h'd his brain: | | 
Then eaſe your boſoms of a tear fo vain. 
Far be he baniſh'd fro n this ſtately tcens, 


Who wrongs his princeſs with a thought ſo mean. 


O fair! and wileſt of ſo fair a k:nd ! 345 
(Keſpectiul thus Eurymacius rejoin d): 
Mov'd by no weak fur:nile, but ſenſ: of ſhame, 
We dread the all arraigning voice of fi ne ; 
We dread tne cenſure of the meanueſt ] ive, 
The weakeſt woman: all can wrong the brave. 350 
% Brhold what wretches to the bed pretend 
« Of that ora e chief whoſe bow they could not bend! 
In came a beg gar of the trolling crew, 
© And did what all thoſe princes could not do.“ 
Thus will the common voice our d-ed deſa ne, 355 
And thus polterity w>braid cur name. . 
To whom the qu en: It fams engage your views, 
Forbear thoſe acts which infamy purſues; 
Wrong und oppreſſion no renown can raiſe ; 
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The ſtature of our gueſt, his port, his face, 
Spe ak him deſcended from no vulgar race. 
To him the bow, as he defires, convey ; 
And to this hand it Phoebus give the day, 
Hence, to reward his merit, he ſhill bear 
A two-edg'd faulchion and a ſhining ſpear, 
Embroider'd ſandals, a rich cloak and veſt, 
And ſafe conveyance to his port of reſt. 

O royal mother ever honour'd name 
Permit me (cries Telemachus) to claim 
A ſon's juſt right. No Grecian prince but I 
Has pow'r this bow to grant. or to deny. 
Of all that Ithaca's rough hills contain, 
And all wide Elis“ courſer breeding plain, 
To me alone my father's arms deſcend; 
And mine alone they are, to give or lend. 


Retire, oh queen! thy houſehold taſk reſume, 
Tend, with thy maids, the labours of the loom; 


The bow, the darts, and arms of chivalry, 
Theſe cares to man belong. and moit to me. 

Mature beyond his years, the queen admir'd 
His ſage reply, and with her train retir'd; 
There in her chamber as ſhe ſat apart, 


Revo!v'd his words, and plac'd them in her heart. 
585 


On her Ulyſſ.s then the fix d her ſoul, 

Down her fair check the tears abundant roll, 

Till gentle Pallas, pit:ous of her cries, 

In ſlumber clos'd her filver- ſtreaming eyes. 
Now thro” the preſs the bow Eumæus bore, 

And all was riot, noiſe, and wild uproar. 

Hold, lawleſs ruſtic ! whither wilt thou go? 

To whom, inſenſate, doſt thou bear the bow? 

Fxil'd for this to ſome ſequeſter'd den, 

Far from the ſweet ſociety of men, 

To thy own dogs a prey thon ſhalt be made; 

If heav'n and Pœbus lend the tuitors aid. 
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"Thus they. Agbaſt he laid the weapon down, 

But bold Telemachus thus nrg'd him on: 
Proceed, falſe fl ive, and ſlight their empty words; 
What! hopes the fool to pleaſe ſo many lords? 400 
Young as | am, thy prince's vengeful hand, 
Stretch'd torth in wrath, ſhall drive thee from the land. 
Oh! could the vigour of this arm as well 
Thy oppr- ſſive ſuitors from my walls expel | 
Then what ſhoals of lawleſs men ſhould go 405 
To fill uit! tumult the dark courts below! 

The ſuirors with a fcorniul imile ſurvey 
The youth, indulging in the gen'al day, 
zumæus, thus encvurag'd, haſtes to bring 
The ſtrifeful bow, and gives it to the king. 410 
Old Euryclea calling them aſide, 
Hear what Telemachus injoins, (be cry'd) : 
Atev'ry portal let ſome matron wait, 
And each lock f.ſt the well compatted gate; 
And if unuſual ſounds invade their ear, 415 
If arms, or ſnuts, or dying groans they hear, 
Let none to call or iſſue forth reſume, 
But cloſe attend the labours of the loom. 

Her prompt obedience on his order waits 
Clos'd in an inſtant were the palace gates. 420 
In the iame moment forth Phi ætius flies, 
Secures the court, and with a cable ties 
The utmoſt gate; (the cable ſtrongly wrought 
Of Byblos” reed, a ſhip rom Egypt brought); 
Then unperceiv'd and filent at the board 425 
His feat he takes, his eyes upon his lord. 
And now his well known bow the maſter bore, 


Turn'd on all fides, and view'd it o'er and o'er; 


Leſt time or worms had done the weapon wrong, 
Its owuer abſent, and untry'd to long. 420 
While ſome deriding :—How he turns the bow ! 
Some other like it ſure the man muſt know, 

63 
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Or elſe would copy; or in bows he deals; 
Perhaps he makes them, cr perhaps he ſteals, _—- 
Heav'n to this wretch (another cry'd) be kind! 435 
And bleſs, in all to which he ſtands inclin'd, 5 
Wich ſuch good fortune as he now ſhall find. 

Heedleſs he heard them; but diſdain'd reply; | 
The bow perufing with exacteſt eye. 
Then, as ſome heav'nly minſtrel, taught to ſing, 440 
High notes reſponſive to the trembling ſtring, 
To ſome new ſtrain when he adapts the lyre, 
Or the dumb lute refits with vocal wire, 
Relaxes, ſtrains, and draws them to and fro; 
do the great maſter drew the mighty bow: 
And drew with eaſe, One hand aloft diſplay'd 
The bending horns, and one the ſtring aſſay d. 
From his aſſaying hand the firing let fly, 
Twang'd ſhort and ſharp, like the ſhrill ſwallow's cry, 
A gen ral horror ran thro” all the race, 450 
Sunk was each heart, and pale was ev'ry face. 
S' guns from above enſu'd : th' unfolding ſky 
In lightning burſt : Jove thunder'd from on high. 
Fic'd at the call of heav'n's almighty Lord, 
He ſnatch'd the ſhaft that glitter'd on the bead: 45 5 
(Faſt by, the reſt lay fleeping in the ſheath, 
But ſoon to fly the meſſengers of death). 

Now fitting as he was, the cord he drew, 
Thro' ev'ry ringlet levelling his view; 
T hen notch'd the ſhaft, releas'd, and gave it wing; 1 


445 


The whizzing arrow vaniſh'd from the ſtring, 

Sung on direct, and threaded ev'ry ring. 

The ſolid gate its fury ſcarcely bounds; 

Pierc'd thro! and thro), the ſolid gates reſounds, | 
Then to the prince: Nor have I wrought thee ſhamez | 

Nor err'd this hand unfaithful to its aim ; 466 

Nor prov'd the toil too hard; nor have I loſt 

That ancient vigour, once my pride and boaſt, 
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m i deſerv'd theſe haughty peersꝰ diſdain ; 
Now let them comfort their dejected train, 479 
In ſweet repaſt the preſent hour employ, 
Nor wait till ev ning for the genial joy : 
Then to the lute's foft voice prolong the night; 
Muſic, the banquet's molt refin'd delight. 


He ſaid; then gave a nod; and at the word 47; 


Telemachus girds on his ſhining ſword. 
- Faſt by his father's ſide he takes his ſtand; 
The beainy lia lightens in his hand. 
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B O O k XXL. 
Tuz AR GU M E N 1. 5 
The death of the ſuitors. 


Ulyſ:s begins the laughter of the ſuitors by the death of 
Antinous. He declares himelf, and lets fly his ar- 
rows at the reſt, Telemachus aſſiſts, and brings 

arms for his father, himfelf, Eumeus, and Phile- 
tius. Melanthius does the ſame for the wooers, 
Minerva encourages Ulyſſes in the ſhape of Mentor, 

| The ſuitors are all flain, only Medon and Phemius 
are ſpared. Mczlanthius and the unfaithful ſervants 
are executed. The reſt acknowledge their maſter 
with all demonſirations of joy. 


ken fierce the hero o'er the threſhold ſtrode; 

- Stript of his rags, he blaz'd out like a God. 

Full in their face the lifted bow he bore, 

And quiver'd deaths, a formidable ſtore ; 

| Before his feet the rattling ſhow'r ber threw, 5 
And thus terrific, to the ſuitor crew. 
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one ven'trous game this hand has won to day; . 


. 


1 Another, princes! yet remains to play; | 
5 Another mark our arrow mult attain, | 
|  phabus aft! nor be the labour vain, 10 
a - Swift as the word the parting arrow ſings, | 
; 


| And bears thy fate, Antinous, on its wings: 
| © Wretch that he was, of unprophetic foul! 

High in his hands he rear d the golden bowl! — _ 

Ev'n then to drain it lengthen'd ont his breath; 15 ] 
_ Chang'd to the deep, the bitter drau ;hr of death: 

For fate who fear'd amidit a feaſtful band? 

And fate to numbers, by 2 ſin zle hand? 

Full through his throat Ulyiſes' weapon paſt,” 

And piere d the neck, He falls, and breathes his laſt. 
The tumbling goblet the wide floor o'erflows, 21 
| | A ſtream of gore burſt ſpouting from his noſe ; B 

Brim in convulſive agonies he ſprawls: 1 
Before him ſipurn'd, the loaded table falls, 

And ſpreads the pavement with a mingled flood 25 
Of floating meats, and wine, and human blood, 

Amaz'd, confounded, as they faw him fall, 

Uproſe the throags tumultuous round the hall; 

O'er all the dome they calt a haggard eye; 

Each look'd for arms: in vain ; no arms were nigh: 30 

Aim'ſt thou at princes! (all amaz'd they ſaid) : : 

Thy laſt of games unhappy haſt thou play'd ; 

Thy erring ſhaft has made our braveſt bleed; 

And death, unlucky gueſt, attends thy deed. 

— Vultures ſhall tear thee, — Thus incens'd they ſpoke, 35 
While each to chance aſerib'd the wondrous Rroke, 
| Blind as they were; for death ev'n now inv des 

| His deſtin'd prey, and wraps them al in ſhad-s, 

Then grimly frowning with a dreadful look, | | 
That wither'd all their hearts, Ulyſſes ſpoke, 4D. - | 

Dogs! ye have had your day; ye fear'd no more = 
Ulyſles vengeful from the Trojan fhore ; | 
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While to your luſt and ſpoil a guardleſs prey, 
Our houſe, our wealth, our helpleſs handmaids lay ; 
Not ſo content, with bolder frenzy fir'd, | 45 
vn to our bed preſumptuous you aſpir?d : | 
Liws or divine or human fail'd to move, 
Or th:me of men, or dread of Gods above; 
Heedleſs alike of iofamy or praiſe, 
Or ſame's eternal voice in future days: 30 
The hcur of vengeance, wretches, now is come, 
Impending fate is yours, and inſtant doom. 

Thus dreadful be. Confus'd the ſuitors ſtood, 
From their pale cheeks recedes the flying blood. 


Trembling they ſought their guilty heads to hide, 55 


Al:-ne the bold Eurymachus reply'd. 
if, as thy words import (he thus began) 
Ulylles lives, and thou the mighty man, 
Great are thy wrongs, and much thou haſt ſuſtain'd 
In thy ſpoil'd palace, and exhauſted land; 60 
The cauſe and author of thoſe guilty deeds, 
Lo! at thy feet unjuſt Antinous bleeds. 
Not love, but wild ambition was his guide ; 
To lay thy fon, thy kingdoms to divide, 5 
Theſe were his aims; but juſter Jove deny'd. 65 
Since cold in death th' offender lies, oh ſpare 
Thy ſoppliant people, and receive their pray'r ! 
Braſs, gold, and treaſures ſhall the ſpoil defray 
Two hundred oxen ev'ry prince ſhall pay: 
The waſte of years refunded in a day. 
Fill then thy wrath is juſt. —Ulyfts burn'd 
With high diſdain, and ſternly thus return'd. 
All, all the treaſures that enrich'd our throne 
Before your rapines, join'd with all your own, 
If effcr'd, vainly ſhould for mercy call: 75 
»Tis you that offer, and I ſcorn them all: 
Your blood is my demand, your 'ives the prize, 
1.1 pale as jonder wretch each ſuitor lies, 
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Hence with thoſe coward terms ; or fight, or fly ; 
This choice is left ye, to reſiſt or die; 80 
And die I truſt ye ſhall. e ſternly ſpoke: 
With guilty fears the pale aſſembly ſhook. 

Alone Eury machus exhorts the train: 

Yon archer, comrades, will not ſhoot in vain; 


But from the threſhold ſhall his darts be ſped, 85 


(Whoe'er he be) till ev'ry prince he dead. 

Be mindful of yourſelves, draw forth your ſwords, 
And to his ſhafts obtend theſe ample boards, 

(So need compells). Then all united drive 


The bold invader from his poſt to drive; | 90 - 


The city rous'd ſhall to our reſcue haſte, 

And this mad archer ſoon have ſhoot his laſt. 
Swift as he ſpoke, he drew his traitor ſword, 

And like a lion ruſh'd againit his lord: 


The wary chief the raſh.ng foe repreſt, 95 


Who met the point, and torc'd it in his breaſt: 
His fa ling hand deſerts the lifred ſword, 

And prone he falls extend ed o'er the board! 
Before him wide, in mix'd effution roll 


Th' untaſted viands, and the jovial bowl. 100 


Full through his liver paſs'd the ſhining wound, 
With dying rage his forehead beats the ground; 
He ſpurn d the feat with fury as he fell, 
And the fierce ſoul to darkneſs div'd, and hell. 
Next bold Amphinomus his arm extends "ox 


To force the paſs: the godlike man defends, 


Thy ſpear, Telemachus! prevents th' attack, 


The brazen weapon driving through his back, 


Plat falls he thund'ring on the marble floor, 119 
And his eruſh'd forehead marks the tone with gore. 
He left his jav'lin in the dead, for fear 


Thence through his breaſt its bloody paſſage tore; 5 
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To the fierce foe advantage might afford, 
To ruſh between, and uſe the ſhorten'd ſword. 
With ſpeedy ardour to his fire he flies, 
And, Arm, great father! arm (in haſte he cries): 
Lo, hence I run for other arms to wield, 
For miſſile jav'lins, and for helm and ſhield ; 
Faſt by our fide let either faithful fwain 
In arms attend us, and their part ſuſtain, 
Haſte and return (Ulyſſes made reply), 
While yet th auxiliar ſhafts chis hand ſupply; 
Leſt thus alone, encounter'd by an hoſt, | 
Driv'n from the gate, th' important paſs be loſt. 125 
With ſpeed Telemachus obeys, and flies 

Where pil'd on heaps the royal armour hes; 
Four brazen helmets, eight retulgent ſpears, 
And four broad bucklers, to his fire he bears: 
At once in brazen Panoply they ſhone, 130 
At cnce. each ſervant brac'd his armour on; 
Around their king a faithful guard they ſtand, 
While yet each ſhaft flew deathful from his hand : 
Chief after chief expir'd at ev*ry wound, 
And ſwell'd the bleeding mountain on the ground. 135 
Soon as his ſtore of flying fates was ſpent, 

Againſt the wall he ſet the bow unbent: 
And now his ſhoulders bear the maſſy Ihield, 
And now his hands two beamy jav'lins wield : 
He frowas beneath his nodding plume, that play'd 
O'er the high creſt, and caſt a dreadful ſhade. 141 
| There ſtood a window near, whence looking down 
From o'er the porch, appear d the ſubject town. 
A double ſtrength of valves ſecur'd the place, 
A high and narrow, but the only paſs : 145 
T he caunous king, with all- preventing care, 
To guard that outlet, plac'd Eumæus there, 
When Agelaus thus: Has none the ſenſe 

To mcuct yon window, and alarm from thence 
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The neighbour town ? the town ſhall force the door, 
And this bold archer ſoon thall ſhoot no more. 151 
Melanthius then: That outlet to the gate 
80 near adjoins, that one may guard the ſtrait, | 
c But other methods of defence remain, | 
| Myſelf with arms can furniſh all the train; 155 [ 
Stores from the royal magazine 1 bring, | 
Aad their own darts ſhall pierce the prince and king. 
He ſaid; and mounting up the lofty ſtairs, 
Twelve mields, twelve lances and twelve helmets bears: 
All arm, and ſudden round the hall appears 160 
A blaze of bucklers, and a wood of ſpears. 
The hero ſtands oppre(s'd with mighty wo, 
On ev ry ſide he ſees the labour grow: 
Oh curs'd event! and oh unlook'd for aid! 
Melanthius or the women have betray d 165 
| Oh my dear fon | The father with a ſigh! 
' Then ceas'd. The filial virtue made reply. 
Falſ:hood is foily, and *tis juſt to own 
The fault com nitted: this was mine alone; 
My haſte neglected yonder daor to bar, 170 
And hence the villain has ſupply'd their war. 
Run, good Eumæus, then, and (what before 
I thoughtleſs err'd in) well ſecure that door: 
Learn if by female fraud this deed was done, 
Or (as my thought miſgives) by Dolius' ſon. 175 
While yet they ſpoke, in queſt of arms again 
. To the high chamber ſtole the faithleſs ſwaia ; 
Not unobſervd. Eumæus watchful ey'd, 
And thus addreſs'd Ulyſſes near his fide. 
The miſcreant we ſuſpected takes that way: 180 
Hi n, if this arm be pow'rful, ſhall I fliy? 
Or drive him hithee, to receive the meed, 
From thy own hand, of this deteſted deed ? 
Not lo (reply'd Ulyſſes) leave him there; 
For us ſufficient is another care: 185 
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Within the ſtricture of this palace wall | 


To keep inclos'd his maſters till they fall. 
'G: you and ſeize the felon ; backward bind 
His arm and legs, and fix a plank behind; 


And on a column near the roof ſuſpend; 
So ſtudy'd tortures his vile days ſhall end. 
The ready ſwains obey'd with joytful haſte; 
Behind the felon unperceiv'd they paſt, 
As round the room in queſt of arms he goes: 195. 
(The balf-ſhut door conceal'd his lurking foes). 
One hand ſuſtain'd a helm, and one the ſhield 
Which old Laertes wont in youth to wield, 
Cover'd with duſt, with dryneſs chapt and worn, 
The braſs corroded, and the leather torn : 2CS 
Thus laden, o'er the threſhold as he ſtept, 
Fierce on the villain from each fide they leapt; 
Back by the hair the trembling daſtard drew, 
And down reluctant on the pavement threw. 
Active and pleas'd, the zealous ſwai''s fulfil 205 
At ev' ry point their maſter's rigid will : | 
Firſt, faſt behind, his hands and feet they bound, 
Then ſtrengthen'd cords involv d his body round: 
So drawn aloft, athwart the column ty'd, 
The howling felon ſwung from fide to fide, 210 
Eumæus ſcoffing then with keen diidain: 
There pals thy pleaſing night, oh gentle ſwain ! 
On that ſoft pillow, from that envy'd height 
Firſt mayſt thou ſee the ſpringing dawn of light; 
8o timely riſe, when morning ſtreaks the eaſt, 215 
To drive thy victims to the ſuitors feaſt. 
This ſaid, they left hiv», tortur'd as he lay, 
Secur'd the door, and haſty ſtrode away: 
Fach, breathing death, reſum'd his dang'rous poſt 
Near great Ulyſſes; four againſt an | hoſt, 220 


On this his body by ſtrong cords extend, » | 


| 
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When lo! deſcending to her hero's aid, 

Jove's daughter Pallas, war's triumphant maid : 
in Mentor's friendly form ſhe join'd his fide; 
Ulyſſes ſaw, and thus with traniport cry'd. 


Come, ever welcome, and thy ſuccour lend; 22g 


Oh ev'ry ſacred name in one! my friend! 
Early we lov'd, and long our loves have grown. 
Whate'er through life's whole ſeries I have done 


or good or grateful, now to mind recall, 


And aiding this one hour, repay it all, 230 
Thus he; but pleaſing hopes his boſom warm 

of Pallas latent in the friendly form. 

The adverſe hoſt the phantom warrior ey'd, 


And firſt, loud threat'ning, Agelaus cry'd. 


Mentor, beware; nor let that tongue perſuade, 235 
Thy frantic arm to lend Ulyſſes aid; 
Our force ſucceſsful ſhall our threat make good, 
And with the ſire's and ſon's commix thy blood. 
What hop'it thou here? Thee firſt the ſword ſhall ſlay, 


Then lop thy whole poſterity away; 240 
Far hence thy baniſh'd conſort ſhall we ſend; 

With his thy forfeit lands and treaſures blend ; 5 
Thus, and thus only, ſhalt thou join thy friend. 


His barb'rous inſult ev'n the Goddeſs fires, 


Who thus the warrior to revenge inſpires. 145 


Art thou Ulyſſes? where then ſhall we find 
The patient body and the conſtant mindꝰ 
That courage, once the Trojans daily dread, 
Known nine long years, and felt by heroes dead? 
And where that conduct, which reveng'd the luſt 250 
Cf Priam's race, and laid proud Troy in dult ? 


If this, when Helen was the cauſe, were done; 


What for thy country now, thy queen, thy ion ? 


, Obſerve what vigour gratitude can lend, 


Riſe then in combat, at my fide attend: : 
255C 
And foes how weak, oppos d again. a friend! 
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She ſpoke ; but willing longer to ſurvey 

The fire and ſon's great acta, with- held the day; 

By farther toils decreed the brave to try, 

And level pois'd the wings of victory : 260 
Then with a change of form eludes their fight 


Perch'd like a ſwallow on a rafter's height, 
And unperceiv'd enjoys the riſing fight. 
Damaſtor's fon, bold Agelaus, leads h 
The guilty war; Eurynomus ſucceeds ; 265 
With theſe Piſander, great Polyctor s ſon, 
Sage Polybus, and ſtern Amphimedon, 
With Demoptolemus : theſe fix ſurvive ; 
Ihe beſt of all the ſhafts had left alive. 
Amidſt the carnage deſp'rate as they tand,, 270 
Thus Agelaus rous'd the lagging band. 
The hour is come when yon fierce man no more 

With bleeding princes ſhall beſtrow the floor : 
Lo! Mentor leaves him with an empty boaſt: 
The four remain, but four againſt an hoſt, 275 
Let each at once diſcharge the deadly dart, 
One ſure of fix ſhall reach Uly ſſes heart: 
Thus ſhall one ſtroke the glory loſt regain: 

The reſt mult periſh, their great leader flain. 
Tben all at once their mingled lances threw, 280 
And thirſty all of one man's blood they fle w; 
Ia vain! Mine: va tur n'd them with her OY 
And ſcatter'd ſhort, or wide, the points of death; 
Wich deaden'd ſound, one on the threſhold falls, 


One ſtrikes the gate; one rings againſt the walls; 285 


The ſtorm paſs'd innocent. The godlike man 

Now loftier trod, and dreadiui thus began, 

'Tis now (brave friends) our turn, at once to throw ' 

| ($0 ſpeed them heav'n !) our jav'lins at the foe. 

That impious race to all their paſt miſdeeds 290 
Would add our blood. Iujuſtice (till proceeds. 


He ſpake: at once their fiery lances flew : 0 
Great Demoptolemus, U y ſſes fl. w; | 
Euryades recciv'd the prince s dart; 

The goatherd's quiver'd in P ſander's heart; 295 
Fierce Elatus by thine, Eumeus, falls; 

Fheir fall in thunder echoes round the walls. 

The re retreat, The victors now advance, 

ach from the dead reſu es his bloody lance. 

Again the toe dilcharge the ſteely ſhow'r ; 300 
Again made fruſtrate by the virgin pow'r. 

Some, turn d by Pallas, on the threſhold fall, 

Some wound the gate, ſome ring againſt the wall: 

Some weak, or poad'rous with the brazen head, 
Drop harmleſs, on the pavement ſounding dead. 305 

Then bold Amphemedon his jav lin caſt ; 

Thy hand, Telemachus, it lightly raz'd : 

And from Cteſippus' arm the ſpear elanc'd, 

On good Eumæus ſhield and ſhoulder glanc'd ; 
Not lefſen'd of their force (ſo flight the wound) 319 
Each ſung along, and dropp d upon the ground. 
Fate doom d tlie next, Eurydamus, to bear 

Thy death, ennobled by Ulyfles' ſpear. 

By the bold ſon Amphimedon was fliin ; 

And Poly bus renown'd the faithful ſwain. 215 
Pierc'd through the breaſt the rude Cteſippus bled; 
And thus Philetius glory'd o'er the dead. 

| There end thy pompous vaunts and high diſdain, 

Oh ſharp in ſcandal, voluble and vain! 

How weak is mortal pride! To heav'n alone 320 
Th' event of actions a id our fates are known, 
Scoffer, behold what gratitude we bear : 

The victim's heel 's anſwer d with this ſpear. 

Ulyſſes brandiſh'd high his vengeful Reel, 
And Damaſtorides that inſtant fell; 

Faſt by Leocritus expiring lay, 
The prince's jav'lin tore its bloody way 


325 
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Through all his bowels : down he tumbles prone, 
His batter'd front and brains beſmear the ſtone. 

Now Pallas ſh nes confefs'd ; aloft ſhe ſpreads 3306 
The arm of vengeance Oer their guilty heads; 
The drea{ful zgis blazes in their eye; 

Amaz'd they ſee, they tremble, and they fly: 
Confug'd, diftr-&ed, through the rooms they fling 5 


5 


Like oxen madden'd by the breeze's ſtin g, 335 

When ſultry days, and long ſucceed the gentle ſpring, - 

Not half fo keen, ficrce vultures of the chace 

Stoop from the mountains on the feather'd race, 

When the wide field extended ſnares beſet, 

With conſcious dread they ſhun the quiv' ring net: 349 

No help, no flight, but wounded ev'ry way, 

Headlony they drop : the fowlers ſeize the prey. 

On all fides thus they double wound on wound; 

In proſtrate heaps the wretches beat the ground, 

Unmanly ſhrieks precede each dying groan, 54s 

And a red deluge floars the reeking ſtone. a 
Leiodes firſt before the victor falls: + 

The wretched augur thus for mercy calls. 

O gracious bear. nor let thy ſuppliant bleed: 


Still undiſhonour'd or by word or deed 350 


Thy houſe, for me, remains; by me repreſt 
Fall oft was check d th' ir jnfibes of the reſt : 
Averſe they heard me when I counſell'd well, 
Their hearts were harden'd, and they juſtly fell. 
Oh ſpare an augur's conſecrated head, _ 
Nor add the blameleſs to the guilty dead. 
| Prieſt as thou art! for that deteſted band. 
Thy lying prophecies deceiv'd the land: 
Againſt Ulyſſes have thy yows been made; 
For them thy daily oriſons were paid: 36 
Yet more, ev'n to our bed thy pride aſpires: | 
One common crime one common fate requires. 
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Thus ſpeaking, from the ground the ſword he took 
Which Agelaus' dying hand forſook; 

Full througi his neck the weighty tankhien ſped : 363 

Along the pavement roll'd the mutt'ring head. 
Phemius alone the hand of vengeance ſpar'd, 

Phemius the tweet, the heav'n inſtructed bard. 

Beſide the gate the rev'rend minſtrel Rands ; 

The lyre, now fileat, trembling in his hands; 370 

Dubious to ſupplicate the chief, or fly 

To Jove's inviolable altar nigh, 

Where oft Laertes holy vows had paid, 

And oft Ulyſſes ſmoaking victims laid. 

His honour'd harp with care he firſt ſet down, 37s 

Between the laver and the ſilver throge ; 

Then proſtrate itretch'd before the dreadful man, 

Perſuaſive, thus, with accent toft began. 

OD © king ! to mercy be thy foul men's, 

And ſpare the poet's ever gentle kind, 390 

A deed like this thy future tame would wrong, 

Far dear to Gods and men is facred :ong. 

Self taught I ſing: by heav'n, ans heav'n alone, 

The genuine tecds of poeiy are ſown ; a 

And (what the Gods beſto ) the lofty lay, 385 

To Gods alone, and godlike worth, we pay. 

Save then the poet, and thyſt If reward; 

* [is thine to merit, mine is to reco l. 

That here I ſung, was force, and not deſire; 

This hand reluctant touchꝰd the warbling wire: 390 

And let thy ſon atteſt, nor ſordid pay, 

Kor ſervile flatt'ry, ſtain'd the moral ray. 
The moving words Telemachus attends, 

His fire approaches, and the bard defends. 

| Oh mix not, father, with thoſe impious dead 395 
The man ivine ! torbear that facred head. 

Medon the herald too our arms may ſpare, 

Medon, who made my infancy his care; 
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If yet he breathes, permit thy on to give 

Thus much to gratitude, and bid him live. z0d 
Beneath a ta le, trembling with diſmay 1 

Couch'd cloſe to earth. nnhappy Medon lay, 

Wrapt in a new flain ox s ample hide: 

Swift at the word he caft his ſcreen afide, | 

Sprung to the prince, embrac'd his knee with tears, 305 

And thus with grateful voice addr-{s'4 his ears. 
O prince! O friend! lo here thy Medon ſtands; 

Ah ſtop the hero's unrefiſted hands, 

Incens'd too juſtly by that impious brood, 

Whoſe guilty glories now are ſet in blood. 410 
To whom Ulyſſes with a pleaſing eye: 

Be bold, on friendſhip and my fon rely; | 

Live,.an example for the world to read, 

How much more ſafe the good than evil deed: 

Thou, with the heav'n-taught bard, in peace reſort 41 5 

From blood and carnage to yon open court : | 

Me other work requires — With tim'rous awe | 

From the dire ſcene th exempted two withdraw, 

Scarce ſure of life, look round, and trembling move 

To the bright altars of Protector Jove. 420 

Meanwhile Ulyſſes ſearch'd the dome, to find 

If yet there live of all th' offending kind. 

Not one complete the bloody tale he found, 

All ſteep'd in blood, all gaſping on th- ground. 

So, when by hollow ſhores the fiſher train, 435% 

Sweep with their arching nets the hoary main, [ 

And ſcarce the meſhy toils the copious. draught con · 

tain, 
All naked of their element; and bare, 
The fiſhes pant. and gaſp in thinner air; | 


wide o'er the ſands are ſpread the tiff'ning prey, 430 
Till che warm ſun exhales their ſoul away. | 
And now the king commands his ſon to call | 


— 
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"The ſon obſervant not a moment ſtays; | 
The aged governeſs with ſpeed obeys: 435 
The ſounding portals inſtant they diſplay ; 

The matron moves, the prince directs the way. 
On h aps of death the ſtern Ulyſſ s ood, 

All black with duſt, and cover'd thick with blood. 

$0 the grim lion from the fl.ughter comes, 440 

Dread ful he glares, and terribly he foams, 

His breaſt with marks of carnage painted o'er, 

His jaws all drooping with the bull's black gore, 

Soon as her eyes the welcome o jet met, | 
The guilty fall'n, the mighty deed complete 448 
| A ſcream of joy her feeble voce afſay'd: 

The hero check'd her, and compos'dly ſaid. 

Woman, experienc'd as thou art, controul 
Indecent joy, and feaſt thy ſecret foul, | 
T' inſu't the dead is cruel and injuſt; 450 
Fate, and their crime, have ſunk th m to the duſt, 
Nor he:ded theſe the cenſure of mankind, 
The good and bad were equal in their mind, 
Juſtly the price of worthleſſneſs they paid, 
And each now wails an unlamente d thade, 455 
But thou, fiacere, oh Furyclea ! ſay, | 
What maids diſhonour us, and what obey ? 

Then ſhe: In theſe thy kingly wal's remain 
(My (ou) full fifty of the handmaid train, | 
Taught by my care to cull the fleece, or weave, 466 | 
And ſervitude with pleafing taſks dees ive. | 
Of theſe, twice fix purſue their wicked way, | 
Nor me nor chaſte Penelope obey ; 
| Nor fits it that Telemachus command 
| (Young as he is) his mother's temale band. 465 
| Hence to the upper chambers let me fly, | 
| Where flunbers ſoft now clote the royal eye; = 
There wake her with the news—the matroa cry'd. 
Not 10 (Ulyſſes more ſedate reply d); 


on 


Bring firſt the crew who wrought theſe guilty deeds; 

In baſte the matron parts: the king proceeds, 
Now to diſpoſe the dead, the car: remains 

To you, my ſon, an4 you, my faithful ſwains; 

Th' offending fewales to that raſk we doom, 


To waſh, to fcent, and purify the room 41s | 


Theſe (ev'ry table cleans'd, and ev'ry throne, 
And all the melancholy labour done) | 
Drive to yon court, without the palace-wall, 
There the revenging ſword ſhall ſmite them all; 
So with the ſuitors let them mix in duſt, 480 
Stretch'd in a long oblivion of their luſt, 
He ſaid: the lamentable train appear; 
Each vents a groan, and drops a tender tear; 
Each heav'd her mourntal burthen, and beneath 
The porch, depos'd the ghaſtly heaps of death, 485 
The chief ſevere, compelling each to move, 
Urg'd the dire taſk imperious from above. 


Wich thirſty ſponge they rub the tables oer, ) 
| (The ſwains unite their toil); the walls, the floor, 5 


Waſb'd with th” effuſive wave, are purg'd of gore. 
Once more the palace ſet in fair array, 491 
To the baſe court the females take their way; 
There compaſs'd cloſe between the dome and wall, 
(Their life's laſt ſcene) they trembling wait their fall. 
Then thus the prince: To theſe ſhall we afford 495 


A fate ſo pure, as by the martial ſword; 


To theſe, the nightly proſtitutes to ſhame, 
And baſe revilers of our houſe and name? 

thus ſpeaking, on the circling wall he ſtrung 
A ſhip's t ugh cable, from a column hung ; 500 
Near the high top he ſtrain d it ſtrongly round, 
Whence no contending foot could reach the ground. 
Their heads above conn- cted in a row, 
They beat the air «ith quiv'ring feet below. 


Thus on ſome tree hung ſtruggling in the ſnare, 505 


The doves or thruſhes flap their win gs in air, 
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| The empty corſe to waver with the wind. 


Then forth they led Melanthius, and began 
Their bloody work. they lopp'd away the man, 516 
Morſel tor dogs ! then trimm d with brazen ſheers 
The wretch, and ſhorten'd of his noſe and ears; 
His hands and feet laſt felt the cruel Reel; 
He roar'd, and torments gave his ſoul to hell 
They waſh, and to Ulyſſ's take their way, 
So ends the bloody bus'neis of the day. 
To Euryclea then addreſs'd the king. 
Bring hither fire, and hither ſulphur bring, 
To purge the palace: then the queen attend, 
And let her, wich her mztron train, deſcend ; 
The matron train, with all the virgin - band, 
Aſſemble here, to learn their lord's command, 
| Then Euryclea: Joyful l obey, 
But caſt thoſe mean dithoneſt rags away; . 
permit me firſt thy royal robes to bring: 525 
Ill ſuits tuis garb the ſhoulders of a king. | 
© Bring ſulphur ſtraight and fire,” (the monarch cries). 
She hears, and at the word obedieat flies. 
With fire and ſulphur, cure of noxious fumes, - 
He purg'd the wails and blood polluted rooms. 530 
Again the matron ſprings with eager pace, 
And ſpreads her lord's return from place to place. 
They hear, ruth torth, and inſtant round him ſtand, 
A gazing throng, a torch in ev'ry hand. 
They ſaw, they knew him, and with fond embrace 53 8 
Each humbly biſs'd his knee, or hand, or face; 
He knows them all; in all ſuch truth appears, 
Ev'u he indulges the ſweet joy of tears. 
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Euryclea awakens Penelope with the news , Ulyſer't 
return and the death of the ſuitors. Penclepe ſcarce- 
by credits her, but ſuppoſes ſome Cod has puniſhed them 
and deſcends from ber apartment in d ubt. At the 


firſt interview of Ulyſſes and Penerope, ſhe i; quite | 
unſat ii fed. Minerva reſtores him to the beauty of 


his youth; but the queen continues incredulous, till 
by ſome circumſlances ſhe is convinced. and falls in- 
to all the tranſports of paſſion and tenderneſs. They 
recount to each other all that has paſſed during their 
long ſeparaticn. The next morning Ulis, arming 
himſelf and his friends, gocs from the city to viſit his 
father. 


Hen to the queen, as in repoſe ſhe lay, 

. The nurſe, with eager rapture, ipeeds her way; 
The tranſports of her faithful heart ſupply 
A ſudden youth, and gave her wings to fly, 


1 
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And ſlee ps my child? the rev'reud matron cries : 5 
vnſes lives! ariſe, my child, ariſe! 

At length appears the long expected hour | 

Ulyſſes comes! the ſuitors are no more 
No more they view the golden light of day; 

Ariſe, and bleſs thee with the glad ſurvey ! 10 

Touch'd at her words, the mournful queen rejoin d, 
Ah! whither wanders thy diſtemper d mind? 

The righteous pow'rs who tread the ſtarry ſkies, 

The weak enlighten, and confound the wile, 

And human thought, with unreſiſted ſway, 15 
Depreſs or raiſe, enlarge or take aw. 1 
Truth, by their bigh decree, thy voice forſakes, 

And Folly with the tongue of Wiſdom ſpeaks. 
Unkind, the fond inufion to impole ! | 
Was it to fl.tter or deride my woes? 20 
Never did I fl-ep fo ſweet enj y, 

Since my dear lord left Ithaca for Troy: 

Why muſt I wake to grieve, and curſe thy ſhore, 

O Troy ?—may never tongue pronounce thee more! 
Be gone: another might hav: ſelt our rage, 25 
But age is lacred, and we tpare thy age. 

To whom with warmth: My foul a lie diſdains; 

Ulyſſes lives, thy own Ulyſſes reigns : 

That ſtranger, patient of the ſuitors” wrongs, 

And the rude licence of ungovern'd tongues, 39 
He, he is thine | thy ſon, his latent gueit 

Long knew, but lock'd the ſecret in his breast; 

With well concerted art to end h's woes, 

And burſt at once in vengeance on the tocs. 

While yet the ſpoke, the queen in tran port ſprung 
Swift from the couch, and round the matron hung; 36 
Faſt from her eye deſcends the rolling tear, 

Say, once more ſay, is my Ulyſſes here? 

How could that num'rous and outrageous band 

By one be lain, though by an hero's hand? 40 
Vor. II. H 


I ſaw it not, ſhe cries, but heard alone, 

When death was buſy, a loud dying groan; 

The damſel train, turn'd pale at ev'ry wound, 
Immur d we ſat, and catch'd each paſſing ſound. 
When death had ſeiz d her prey, thy fon attends, 45 
And at his nod the damſel- train deſcends; 

There terrible in arms Ulyſſes ood, 

And the dead ſairors almoſt ſwam in blood; 

Thy heart had leap'd the hero to ſurvey, 

Stern as the ſurly lion o'er his prey, 50 
Glorious in gore now with ſulphureous fires 
The dome he purges, now the flame aſpires; 

Heap'd lie the dead without the palace walls 
Haſte, daughter, haſte, thy own Ulyſſes calls ! 

Thy ev'ry wiſh the bounteous Gods beſtow, 55 
Enjoy the preſent good, and former wo. 
Ulyſſes lives his vanquiſh's foes to ſee ; 
He lives to thy Telemachus and thee ! 
Ah no! with ſighs Penelope rejoin'd, 

Exceſs of joy diſturbs thy wand'ring mind; 69 
How bleſs'd this happy hour, ſhouid he appear, 
Dear to us all, tome ſupremely dear ! 
Ah no! ſome God the ſuitors' deaths decreed, 
Some God deſcends, and by his hand they bleed; 
Blind! to contemn the ſtranger's righteous cauſe, 65 
And viol:ite all hoſpitable laws ! 
The good they hated, and the pow'rs defy'd; 
But heav'n is juſt, and by a God they dy'd. 
For never muſt Ulifſcs view this ſhore; ' 
Never! the lov'd Ulyſſes is no more 70 

What words (the matron cries) have reach'd my ears? 
Doubt we his preſence, when he now appears? 
Then hear convicton : Ere the fatal day 
That forc'd Ulyfles o'er the wat'ry way, 
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Plough d half his thigh; I ſaw, I ſaw the ſcar, 
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And wild with tranſport had revenl'd the wounl; 
But ere I ſpoke, he role, and check'd the Hund. 
Then, daughter, haſte away! and if a liz 
Flow from this tongue, thea let thy ſervant die! 89 
To whom with Ju i5us joy th: qusen replies: 
Wiſe is thy ſoul, but errors ſeize the wile; 
The works of Gods whit mort can ſurvey ? 
Who knows their motives? who [hall trag: their wi? 
But learn w inſt int how the ſuitors trod 85 
The paths of death, by man or by a God. 
Thus tpeaks the queen, and no reply attencs, 
But with Iternate joy and tear deicends ; 
At ev'ry ſtep debates, her lord to prove! 
Or ruthing to his arms, confeſs her love! 99 
Then gl:ding through the marble valves in tate, 
Oppos'd, before the thining fire the ſat. 
The n1onarch, by a co umn high enthron'd, 
Hs eye withirew, and fix'd it on the ground; 
Curious to hear his queen the lilence break! 93 
Amaz d the tat, and impotent to ſpeak ; 
O'er all the man her eyes ſhe rolls in vain, 
Now hopes, now fears, now knows, then Jonhts again. 
At length Telemachus :z—Oh who can nud 
A woman like Penelope unkind ? 
Why thus in filence ? why with winning charms 
Thus flow to fly with rap: ure to his arms? 
Stubborn the breaſt that with no traniport glos, 
When twice ten years are paſt oi mighty wocs ; 
To ſoftneſs lolt, to ſpoulal love unknown, 


100 


10 
The Gods hive form'd that rigid heart of Rone ! F 
O my Telemachus! the queen rejoin'd, 
Diltricting fears confound my lab'ring mind; 
Pow'rleis to ip ak, I ſcarce uplitt my eyes, | 
Nor dare to queſtion: doubts on doubts ariſe. 1:9 


Oh deign he, if Ulyſſes, to remove 
Theſe boding thoughts, and what he is, to prove! 
| H 2 
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Pleas'd with her virtuous fears, the king replies: 
Indulge, my ſon, the cautions of the wiſe; 
Time ſhall the tru h to ſure remembrance bring: 115 
This garb of poverty belies the king; 
No more — | his day our deepeſt care requires, 
Cautious to act what thought mature inſpires. 
If one man's blood, though mean, diſtain our hands, 
The homicide retreats to foreign lands 129 
By us, in heaps, th” illuſtrious peerage falls, 
Tho ig portant deed our whole attention calls. 
Be that thy care, Telemachus replies, 
The world conſpires to ſpeak Ulyſſes wiſe; 
Fer wiſdom all is thine! lo] obey, 125 
And dauntleſs follow where you lead the way; 
Nor thalt thou in the day of danger find 
Thy cow:rd ſon deg-n'rate lag behind. 
Then inſtant to the bath, (the monarch cries), 
Bid the gay youth and ſprightly virgins riſe, 130 
Thence all deſcend in pomp and proud array, 
And bid the dome reſound the mirthful lay; 
While the ſweet lyriſt airs of rapture ſings, 
And forms the dance reſponſive to the firings. 


That hence th' eluded paſſengers may ſay, 15 


Lo! the queen weds! we hear the ſpouſal lay! 
The ſuitors? death unknown, till we remove 

Far from the court, and act inſpir'd by Jove. 
Iuhus ſpoke the king: th? obſervant train obey, 
At once they bathe, and dreſs in proud array: 140 
The lyriſt ſtrikes the ſtring; gay youths advance, 
And fair zon'd damſels form the ſprightly dance. 
The voice, attun'd to inſtrumental ſounds, 
Aſcends the roof; the vaulted roof rebounds; 
Not unchſerv'd: te Greeks cluded ſay, 145 
Lo' th: queen qs! we hear the ſpouſal lay ! 
Inconſtant to ad wit the bridal hour. 
Thus thev—bu: obly chalte ſhe weds no more. 
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With faithful cares Eurynome attends, 

ober ev'ry limb a ſhow'r of fragrance ſheds 
Then dre!s'd in pomp, magnificent he treads. 
The Warrior God leis gives his frame to ſhine 
With majeity enlarg'd, and grace divine, 
Back from his brows in wavy ringlets fly 

His thick large locks, of hyacinthine dye, 

As by ſome artiſt to whom Vulcan gives 

His heav'nly ſkill, a breathing image lives, 


By Pallas taught, he frames the wondrous mold, 


And the pale filver glows with futile gold: 

80 Pallas his heroic form improves 

With bloom divise, and like a God he moves; 

More high he treads, and iſſuing forth in tate, 

Radiant before his giziag confort fat. 

And oh, my queen! he cries ; what pow'r above 

Has ſteel d that heart, averſe to ſpoulal love! 

Canſ thou, Penelope, when heav'n reſtores 

Thy loſt Ulyſſes to his native ſhores, 

Canſt thou, oh cruel! unconcern'd ſurvey 

Thy loſt Ulyſſes on this ſignal day? 

Haſte, Euryclea, and diſpatchful ſpread 

For me, and me alone, th' imperial bed: 

My weary nature craves the balm of reſt: 

But heav'n with adamant has arm'd her breaſt. 
Ah no! ſhe cries, a tencer heart I bear, 

A foe to pride; no adamant is there: 

And now, ev'n now it melts ! for ſure I fee 

Once more Ulyſſ.s, my belov'd, in thee ! 

Fix'd in my foul, as when he ſail'd to Troy, 

His image dwells: then haſte the bed of joy ! 

Haſte, from the bridal bow'r the bed trarflate, 
Fram'd by his hand, and be it dreis'd in ſtate! 
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Mean while the weary'd king the bath aſcends ; 
159 
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Thus ſpeaks the queen, ſtill dubious, with diſguiſe; 
Touch'd at her words, the king with warmth replies: 
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Alas for this! what mcrtal ſtrength can move 18; 
Th' enormous burthen; who but heav'n above? 
It mocks the weak attempts of human hands; 

But the whole earth muſt move, if heav'n commands. 
Then hear ſure evidence, while we diſplay 


Words ſeal'd with ſacred truth, and truth obey : 190 


This hand the wonder fram'd; an olive ſpread 

Full in the court its ever -· verdant head. 

Vaſt as ſome mighty column's bulk, on high 

The huge trunk roſe, and heav'd into the ſky; 

Around the tree I rais'd a nuptial bow'r, 195 

And root'd defenſive of the ſtorm and ſhow'r; 

Ihe i acious valve, with art inwrought, conjoins; 

And the fair dome with poliſh'd marble ſhines. 

1 lopp'd the branchy head; aloft in twain 

dever'd the bole, and ſmooth'd the ſhining grain; 200 

1 hen polls, capacious of the frame, I raiſe, 

And tore it, regular, from ſpace to ſpace: 

th wart the frame, at equal diſtance lie 

1 beugs of tongh hides, that boaſt a purple dye; 

1 hen poliſhing the whole, the finiſh*d mold 205 

With {ſilver ſhone, with elephant, and gold. 

Fut if o'erturn'd by rude ungovern'd hands, 

Or ſtill inviolate the olive ſtands, 

* | is thine, oh queen, to ſay : and now impart, 

If fears remain, or doubts diſtract thy heart? 210 
While yet he ſpeaks, her pow'rs of life decay, 

She ſickens, trembles, falls, and faints away: 

At length recov'ring, to his arms ſhe flew, . 

And firain'd him cloſe, as to his breaſt ſhe grew: 

The tears p our'd down amain : and, Oh, ſhe cries, 215 

Let not againſt thy ſpouſe thine anger riſe ! 

O vers'd inev'ry turn of human art, 

Forgive the weakneſs of a woman's heart 

The rightecus powers that mortal lots diſpoſe, 

Deciee us to ſuſtain a length of woes; 220 
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And from the flow'r of life, the bliſs deny 

To bloom together, fade away, and die, 

0 let me, let me not thine anger move, 

That I forbore, thus, thus, to ſpeak my love ; 

Thus in fond kiſſes, while the tranſport warms, 225 
Pour out my ſoul, and die within thy arms! 

[ dreaded fraud! Men, faithleſs men, betray 

Our eaſy faith, and make the ſex their prey: 

Againſt the fondneſs of my heart I ſtrove, 

'Twas caution, oh my lord] not want of love: 230 
Like me had Helen fear'd, with wanton charms 

Ere the fair miſchief ſet two worlds in arms, 

Ere Greece role dreadful in th' avenging day; 

Thus had ſhe fear'd, ſhe had not gone aſtray. 

But heav'n, averſe to Greece, in wrath decreed 235 
That ſhe ſhovid wander, and that Greece ſhould bleed: 


Blind to the ills that from in juſtice flow, 


She colour'd all our wretched lives with wo. 

But why theſe ſorrows, when my lord arrives ? 

I yield, I yield! my own Ulyfles lives! 240 
The ſecrets of the bridal bed are known 
To thee, to me, to Actoris alone, 

(My father's preſent in the ſpouſal hour, 

The ſole attendant on our genial bow'r). 

Since what no eye has ſeen, thy tongue even. 245 


Hard and diſtruſttul as I am, I yield. 


Teuch'd to the ſoul, the king with rapture hears, 
Har gs round her neck, and ſpeaks his joy in tears. 
As to the ſh:pwreck'd mariner, the ſhores 
Delighttul riſe, when angry Neptune roars; 250 
Then, when the ſurge in thunder mounts the {ky, 
And gulf 'd in crouds at once the ſailors die; 
It one more happy, while the tempeſt raves, 
Outlives the tumult of conflicting waves, 
All pale, with ocze deform'd, he views the ſtrand, 255 


And plunging forth with tranſport graſps the land: 
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The raviſh'd queen with equa! rapture glows, 

Claſps her lov'd lord, and to his boſom grows, 

Nor had they ended till the morning ray: 

But Pallas backward held the riſing day, 260 

The wheels of night retarding, to detain N 

The gay Aurora in the wavy main: 

Whoſe flaming ſteeds, emerging through the night, 

Beam o'er the eaſtern hills with ſtreaming light. 
At length Ulyſſes with a figh replies: 265 

Yet fate, yet cruel fate repoſe denies; . 

A labour long, and hard, remains behind: 

By heav'n above, by hell beneath injoin'd: 

For to Tireſias through th' eternal gates 

Of hell I trod, to learn my future fates. 270 

But end we here — the night demands repoſe, 

Be deck'd the couch | and peace awhile, my woes ! 
To whom the queen : Thy word we ſhall obey, 

And deck the couch; far hence be woes away ! 

Since the juſt Gods, who tread the ſtarry plains, 275 

Reſtore thee ſafe, fince my Ulyſſes reigns. 

But what thoſe perils heav'n decrees, impart; 

Knowledge may grieve, but fear diſtracts the heart. 
To this the king : Ah why muſt I diſcloſe 

A dreadful ſtory of approaching woes ? 280 

Why in this hour of tranſport wound thy ears, 

When thou muſt learn what I muſt ſpeak with tears? 

Heav'n, by the Theban ghoſt, thy ſpouſe decrees, 

Torn from thy arms, to fail a length of ſeas ; 

From realm to realm a nation to explore 285 

Who ne'er knew ſalt, or heard the billows roar, 

Nor ſaw gay veſſel ſtem the ſurgy plain, 

A painted wonder, flying on the main. * 

An oar my hand muſt bear ; a ſhepherd eyes 

The unknown inſtrument with ſtrange ſurpriſe, 290 

And calls a corn van: this upon the plain 

I fix, and hail the monarch of the main; 
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Then bathe his altars with the mingled gore 

Of victims vow'd, a ram, a bull, a boar: 

Then ſwift reſailing to my native ſhores, 295 
Due victims ſlay to all th* æthereal pow'rs. 

Then heav'n decrees in peace to end my days, 

And ſteal myſelf from life by ſlow decays; 

Unknown to pain in age reſign my breath, 

When late itern Neptune points the ſhaft of death; 300 
To the dark grave retiring as to reſt; 

My people bleſſing, by my people bleſt. 

Such future ſcenes th” all righteous pow'rs diſplay, 
By their dread ſeer“, and ſuch my future day. 

To whom thus firm of ſoul : It ripe for death, 305 
And full of days, thou gently yield thy breath; 
While heav'n a kind releaſe from ills fore ſhows, 
Triumph, thou happy victor of thy woes! 

But Euryclea, with diſpacchtul care, 

And ſage Eurynome, the couch prepare: 

luſtant they bid the blazing torch Jiſpliy 
Around the dome an artificial day; 

Then to repoſe her ſteps the matron bends, 
And to the queen Eurynon: deſcends; 

A torch ſhe bears to light with guiding fires 315 
The royal pair; ſh2 guides them, and retires, 

Then ic ſtant his fair ſpouſe Ulyſſes tel 

To the chaite love rit s of the nuptial-bed. 

And now the blooming youths and fprightly fair 
Ceale the gay dance, and to their ted ry ur; 32 
But in diſcourſe the king and conſort lay, 

While the ſoft hours ſtol: unperceiv'd away ; 

Ictent he hears Pene ope di. clole 

A mournful ttory of domeitic woes, 

His f:rvaints infults, his invaded bel, 325 
How h.s whole D ks and herds exhzuſted bled, 

His pen'rous wings with nour'd thed in vain, 

And tue wild riots of the luitor tralu, 
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"The king alternate a dire tale relates, 

Of wars, of triumphs, and diſaſtrous fates ; 330 
All he unſolds: his liſt'ning ſpcuſe turns pale 

With pleafing horror at the dreadful tale; 

Si-epleſs devours each word; and hears, how ſlain 
Cicons on Cicons ſwell th' enſanguin'd plain; 

How to the land of Lote unbleſs'd he fails; 335 
And images the rills and flow'ry vales ! 

How, dath'd like dogs, his friends the Cyclops tore, 
(Not unreveng'd), and quaff'd the ſpouting gore; 
How the loud forms in priſon bound, he fails 

From friendly olus with proſp'rous gales 340 
Yet tate withſtands! a ſudden tempeſt roars, 

And whirls him groaning from his native ſhores: 

_ Flow on the barb'rous Læſtrigonian coaſt, 

By ſavage hands his fleet and friends he loſt ; 

How ſcarce himſelf ſurviv'd ; he paints the bow'r, 345 
The ſpells of Circe, and her magic pow'r ; 

His dreadful journey to the realms beneath, 

To ſeek Tirefias in the vales of death; 

How in the doleful manſions he ſurvey'd | 
His royal mother, pale Anticlea's ſhade; 350 
Ind friends in battle ſlain, heroic ghoſts ! 

1 hen how unharm'd he paſs'd the Siren coaſts, 

Thea juſtling rocks, where fierce Charibdis raves 

T he bowling Scylla whirls her thund'rous waves, 
Thecave cf death! How his companions flax 355 
I he oxen ſacred to the God of day, 

Till Jove in wrath the rattling tempeſt guides, 

And whelms th offenders in the roaring tides : 

How ſtruggling through tne ſurge, he reach'd the ſhores 
Of fair Opygia, and Calypſo's bow'rs :; 360 
M here the gay blooming nymph conſtrain'd his Ray, 
With ſweet, relu@ant, amorous delay; 

Ard promis'd, vainiy promis'd, to beſtow 

Ia a.ortal life ex:mpt from age and wo: 
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How, fav'd from ſtorms, Phæacia's coaſt he trod, 365 

By great Alcinous honour'd as a God, 

Who gave him laſt his country to behold, 

With change of raiment, oraſs, and heaps of gold. 
He ended, finking into fleep, and ſhares 

A ſweet forgetfulneſs of all his cares. 370 
Soon as ſott ſlumber eas'd the toils of day, 

Minerva ruſhes through the acreal way, 


And bids Aurora with her golden whe:ls 
Flame from the ocean o'er the eaſtern hills: 


Uproſe Ulyſſes from the genial bed, | 375 
And thus with thought mature the monarch ſaid. 

My queen, my conſort! through a length of years, 
We drank the cup of forrow mix'd with tears, 
Thou, for thy lord; while me ch' immortal pow'rs 
Detain'd reluctant from my native ſhores. 380 
Now, bleſs'd again by heav'n, the queen diſplay, 
and rule our palace with an equal [way : 
Be it my care, by loans, or martial toils, 
To throng my empty folds with gifts or ſpoils, 
But now I haite to bleſs Laertes' eyes 385 
With fight of his Ulyſſes ere he dies; 
The gcod old man, to waiting woes a prey, 
Weeps a fad life in ſolitude away 
But hear, though wile! This morning ſhall unfold 
The deathful ſcene, on heroes, heroes roll'd: 392 
Thou with thy maids within the palace (tay, 
From all the ſeene ot tumult far away! 

He ſpoke, and ſheath'd in arms, ince ſſant flies 
To wake his ton, and bid his friends ariſe, 
To arms! aloud he cries: his friends obey, 395 
With glitt' ing arms their many limbs array, : 
And pals the city-gate; Ulyſſes leads the way. 

Now flames the roſy dawn, but Pallas ſhronds 
The latent warriors in a veil of clouds, 
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Tus ARGUMENT. 


Tre fouls of the ſuitors are conducted by Mercury 19 the 
inſernal ſhades. Ulyſſes in the country goes to the re- 
tirement of his father Laertcs; he finds him buſied 
in his garden all alone: the manner of his diſcovery 
t him is beautifully deſcribed I hey return together 
to his lodge, and the king is acknowledged by Dolius 
and the fervants. The Ithacenſtans, led by Eupithes, 
the father of Antinous, riſe againſt Ulyſſes, who 

gives them battle, in which Eupithes is killed by La- 

 ertes: and the goddeſs Pallas, makes a laſting peace 
between Ulyſſes and his ſubj2ts, which concludes the 
0dyfry. 


YIknius now to Pluto's dreary reign 
Conveys the dead, a lamentable train! 
The golden wand, that cauſes fleep to fly, 
Or in ſoft ſlumber ſeals the wakeful eye 
That drives the ghoſts to realms of night or day, 5 
Points out the long, uncomfortable way. 
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Trem»oling the ſpectres glide, and plaintive vent 

Thin, hollow fcrcains, along the deep deſcent. 

As in the cavern ot tome rifted den, 

Where flock nocturnal bits, and birds obſcene ; 3 10 
Cluſter d they hang, till at ſone ſudden ſhock, 

They move, and murmars ruu through all the rock: 
So cow ring fled the fable heaps of ghoits, 

And ſuch a ſcream fill'd all the ditinal coaſts, 

An now they reach d the earth's remotelt ends, 15 
And now the gites where ev'ning Sol deſcends, 

And L:ucas' rock, and Ocean's utmoſt ſtreams, 

And now pervade the duiky land of dreams; 

An| re{t at laſt, where fouls unbodied dwell 

In ever flow'ring meads of aſphodel. 20 
The empty forms of men inhabit there, 

Impatli ze ſeinviance, images of air! 

Nought elle are ail that ſhin'd on earth before; 
Ajax, and great Achilles are no more ! 

Yet {till a maſter g»0t, the reſt he aw'd, 

The reſt ador'd him, tow'ring as he trod; 

Still at his fide is Neſlor s tou turvey'd, 

And ov d Patroclus ſtill attends his ſhade. 

New as they were to that infernal ſhore, 
The ſu tors ſtopp'd, and gaz'd the hero ver, 
When, moving flow, the regal form they view'd 
Of great Atrides; him in pomp purtu'd 
And folemn ſadneſs through the glocm of hell, 
The train of thote who by Xgyithus fell, 

O mighty chief (P-:ides tnus began), 
Honour'd by Jove above the lot of man! 

King of a hu..dred kings! co whom retign'd 
Ihe ſtrongeſt, bravelt, greatelt of mankind ! 
Comꝰ'ſt thou the firſt, to view this aceury ate? 
And was the nobleſt the firit mark of tac? ? 
Condemu'd to pay the great arrear 10 00a, 

The lot which all lament, an. none can ſhun; 
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Oh! better ha iſt thou ſunk in Trojan ground, 

With all thy full blown honours cover'd round 

Then grateful Greece with ſtreaming eyes _— raiſe 45. 

Hiſtoric marbles to record thy praiſe: 

Thy praiſe eternal on the faithful ſtone, 

Had with tranſmiſſive glories grac'd thy fon. 

But heavier fates were deſtin'd to attend: 

What man is happy till he knows his end? 50 
O ſon of Peleus! greater than mankind ! 

(Thus Agamemnon's kingly ſhade rejoin'd) 

Thrice happy thou! to preſs the martial plain 

*Midſt heaps of heroes in thy quarrel ſlain: 

In clouds of ſmoke, rais'd by the noble tray, 557 

Great and terrific ev'a in death you lay, 

And deluges of blood flow'd round you ev'ry way. 5 

Nor ceavg'd the ſtrife, till Jove himſelf oppos d, 

And all in tempelts the dire ev'ning clos'd. 

Then to the fleet we bore thy honour'd load, 60 

Then decent on the fun'ral bed beſtow?d. 

Then unguents ſweet, and tepid ſtreams we ſhed; 

Tears flow'd from ev'ry eye, and o'er the dead 

Each clipt the curling honours of his head, 

Struck at the news, thy azure mother came; 65 

The ſea green ſiſters waited on the dame. 

A voice of loud lament through all the main 

Was heard, and terror ſeiz d the Grecian train: 

Back to their ſhips the frighted holt had fled; 

But Neſtor ſpoke, they liſten'd, and obey'd 70 

(From old experience Neſtor's counſel ſprings, 

And long viciſſitudes of human things). 

« Forbear your flight; fair Thetis from the main 

*© To mourn Achilles leads her azure train.” 

Around thee ſtand the daughters of the deep, 73 

Robe thee in heav'nly veſts, and round thee weep; 

Round thee, the Mules, with alternate ſtrain, 

In ever conſecrating verſe, complain. 
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Each warlike Greek the moving muſick bears, 


And iron hearted heroes melt in tears. 80 
Till ſev'nteen nights and ſev'nteen days return'd, 
All that was mortal or immortal mourn'd. 
To flames we gave thee, the ſucceeding day, 
And fatted ſheep and ſable oxen ſlay ; 
With oils and honey blaze th' augmented fires, 85 
And like a God adorn'd, thy earthly part expires, 
Unnumber d warriors round the burning pile 
Urge the fleet courſer's or the racer's toil ; 
Thick clouds of duſt o'er all the circle riſe, 

And the mix'd clamour thunders in the ſkies. 9 
Soon as abſorpt in all embracing flame 

Sunk what was mortal of thy mighty name, 

We then colle& thy ſnowy bones, and place 

With wines and unguents in a golden vale. 

(The vaſe to Thetis Bacchus gave of old, 95. 
And Vulcan's art enrich'd the ſculptur'd gold), 
There we thy relics, great Achilles! blend. 
With dear Patrocius, thy departed friend : 

In the ſame urn a ſep'rate ſpace contains. 

Thy next belov'd, Antilochus' remains. 100 
Now all the ions of warlike Greece ſurround 
Thy deſtin'd tomb, and caſt a mighty mound: 

High on the ſhore the growing hill we raiſe, 

That wide th” extended Helleſpont ſurveys; 

Where 41!, from age to age who pals the coaſt, 10g 
May point Achilles? tomb, and hail the mighty ghoſt. 
Thetis herielf to ll our peers proclaims 
Heroic priz's and exequial games. 

The G ds afſented ; and around thee lay 

Ri.n oils and gifts that blaz'd againſt the day. 110 
Ott ive TI feen with to! mn fun'ral games 

ters an kings committed to the flames; 

Bur tier. of youth, or valour of the bows; 
Wich nubler contelt ne'er renown'd a grave. 
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Such were the games by azure Thetis giv'n; 115 
And luch thy honours, oh beiov'd of heav'n! 
Dear to mankind thy fame ſurvives, nor fades 
Its bloom eternal in the Stygian ſhades, 

But what to me avail my honours gone, 
Succeſsful toils, and battles bravely won ? 
Doom'd by ſter Jove at home to end my life, 
By curs'd Fgyithus, and a faithleſs wite ! 

Thus they; while Hermes o'er the dreary plain 
Led the ſad numbers by Ulyſſcs fl un, 
On each majeſtic form they cait a view, 125 
And tim' rous pais'd, and awfuily w:t2 drew, 
But Agamemnon, through the gloomy ſhade, 

Hi, ancient hoſt Amphimedon ſurvey'd; 

* Son of Melanthius! (he began), O ſay! | 

What cauſe compell'd io many, and fo gay, 1:0 
To tread the downward, melancholy way? 

Say, could one city yield a troop ſo fair? 

Were all theſe partners of one native air ? 
Or did the rage of ſtormy Neptune ſweep 
Your lives at once, and whelm beneath the deep? 135 
Did nightly thieves, or pirates cruel bands, 
Drench with your blood your pillag'd country's ſands ? 
Or well defending ſome beleaguer'd wall, 
Say, for the public did ye greatly fall ? 
Inform thy gueſt ; for ſuch I wis of yore, 140 
When our triumphant navies touch'd your ſhore ; 
Forc'd a long month the wintry ſeas to bear, 
To move the great Uly ſſes to the war 

O king of wen! I faithful ſhill rel ite 
(Reply'd Amphimedon) our hiplefs tate. 145 
Ul, fles abſent, our ambitions aim 
With rival loves purſu I his royal dame: 
Her coy reſerve, and prudence mix d with pride, 
Our common ſuit nor gr int:d, or deny'd, 
But cloſe with inward hate our leaths ictign'd ; 159 

Vers d in all arts of wily womankind. 
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Her hand, laborious, in deluſion, ſpread 

A ſpacious loom, and mix'd the various thread : 

Ye peers, (ſhe cry'd), who preſs to gain my heart 
Where dead Ulyſſes claims no more a part, 155 
Vet a ſhort ſpacg your rival ſait ſuſpend, 

Till this funereal web my labours end: 

Ceaſe, till to good Laertes I bequeath 

A taſk of grief, his ornaments of death: 

Leſt, when the fates his royal aſhes claim, 1 60 
The Grecian matrons taint my ſpotleſs fame; 

Should he, long honour'd with ſupreme command, 
Want the laſt duties of a daughter's hand. 

The fiction pleas'd : our gen'rous train complies, 
Nor fraud miſtruſts in virtu?'s fair diſguiſe. 165 
The work ſhe ply'd ; but ſtudious of delay, 

Each following night revers'd the toils of day. 
Unheard, unſeen, three years her arts prevail; 

The fourth, her maid reveal'd th' amazing tale, 

And ſhow'd, as unperceiv'd we took our ſtand, 170 
The backward labours of her faithleſs hand. 

Forc'd, ſhe compleats it; and before us lay | 
The mingled web, whoſe gold and filver ray : 
Diſplay'd the radiance of the night and day. | 

Juſt as ſhe finiſh d her illuſtrious toil, 175 
Ill fortune led Ulyſſes to our iſle. 
Far in a lonely nook, beſide the ſea, 

At an old ſwineherd's rural lodge he lay: 

Thither his ſon from ſandy Pyle repairs, 
And ſpeedy lands, and ſecretly confers, 130 
They plan our future ruin, and reſort 

Confed' rate to the city and the court. 

Firſt came the fon; the father next ſucceeds, 

Clad like a beggar, whom Eu:nzus leads; 

Propt on a ſtaff, deform'd with age and care, 185 
And hung with rags, that flutter d in the air. 
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Who could Ulyſſes in that form behold ? 
Scorn'd by the young, forgotten by the old, 
Til us'd by all! to ev'ry wrong reſign'd, 
Patient he ſuffer d with a conſtant mind. 
But when, ariſing in his wrath t' obey 
The will of Jove, he gave the vengeance way ; 
The ſcatter'd arms that hung around the dome 
Careful he treaſur d in a private room 
Then to her ſuitors bade his queen propoſe 195 
The archer's ſtrife; the ſource of future woes, 
And omen of our death! In vain we drew 
The twanging ſtring, and try'd the ſtubborn yew: 
To none it yields but great Ulyfſes' hands; | 
In vain we threat; Telemachus commands : 200 
The bow he ſnatch'd, and in an inſtant bent; 
| Through ev'ry ring the victor arrow went. 
Fierce on the threſhola then in arms he ſtood; 
Pour'd forth the darts, that thizſted for our blood, < 
And frown'd before us, dreadful as a God! 205 
Firſt bleeds Antinous : thick the ſhafts reſound; 
And heaps on Heaps the wretches ſtrow the ground; 
This way. and that, we turn, we fly, we fall; 
Some God aſſiſted, and unman'd us all: 
Ignobie cries p.ecede the dying groans ; . 210 

And batter' d brains and blood betme-r the ſtones. 
I bus, creat Atrides! thus U yſſes drove 
The ſhades thou ſeeſt, trum yon fait realms above. 
Our Wang led bodies now deform'd with yore, 
Coid and neglected, ſpread the marble floor. 215 
No trien to tatiie our wounds! or tears to ſhed 
O'er the pale corſe! the honours of the dead. 

Oh bleſs d Uiyfſes ! (thus the king expreſs'd 

His ſudden rapture), in thy coniort bleſs'd ! 
Net more thy wiidom, thau her vi-tue ſhin'd; 220 
Not more thy paticnce, than her coniiant mind. 


190 


Enter the houſe, and of the briſtly twine 
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TJcarius' daughter, glory of the paſt, | 
And model to the future age, ſhall laſt ; | | | 
The Gods, to honour her fair fame, ſhall raiſe | 
(Their great reward) a poet in her praile, 225 | 
Not tuch, oh Tyndarus! thy daughter's deed, | 
By whoſe dire hand her king and huſband bled : :. 
Her ſhall the muſe to infamy prolong, | 
Example dread } and theme of tragic ſong ; | 
The gen'ral ſex ſhall ſuffer in her ſhame, 230 
And ev'n the beſt that bears a woman's name. 

Thus in the regions of eternal ſhade 
Conferr*d*whe mournful phantoms of the dead. 

While from the town, Ulyfles, and his band, 
Paſs'd to Laertes' cultivated land. 22335 

The ground himſelf had purchas'd with his pain, 
And labour made the rugged foil a plain, 
There Rood his manſion of the rural fort, 
With uſeful buildings round the lowly court: 
Where the few ſervants that divide his care, 240 
Took their laborious reſt, and homely fare; 
And one Sicilian matron, old and ſage, 
With conſtant duty tends his drooping age. 
Here now arriving, to his ruſtic band 

And martial ſon, Ulyfles gave command : 245 


Sel: & the largeſt to the pow'rs divine. 

Alone, and unattended, let me try 

If yet I ſhare the old man's memory ; 

If thoſe dim eyes can yet Ulyſſes know, 250 H 
(Their light and deareſt obje& long ago,) : 
Now chang'd witb rime, with ablence, and with wo! 
Then to his train he gives his ſpear and ſhield ; 

The houle they enter; and he ſeeks the field; 

| Through rows of ſhade with various fruitage crown'd, 
And labour'd ſcenes of richeſt verdure round, 256 
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Nor aged Dolius, nor his ſons were there, 

Nor ſervants, abſent on another care; 

To ſearch the woods for ſets of flaw'ry thorn, 

Their orchard bounds to ſtrengthen and adorn, 260 
But all alone the hoary king he tound ; 

His habit coarſe, but warmly wrapt around; 

His head, that bow'd with many a penſive care, 

Fenc'd with a double cap of goatſkin hair; 

His buſkins old, in former ſervice torn, 265 

But well repair'd ; and gloves againſt the thorn, 

In this array the kingly gard'ner ſtood, 

And clear'd a plant, eacumber'd with its wood. 
Beneath a neighb'ring tree, the chief divine 

Caz'd o'er his fire, retracing ev'ry line, 270 

The ruins of himſelf! now worn away 

With age, yet ſtill majeſtic in decay! 

Sudden his eyes releas' d their wat'ry ſore; 

The much enduring man could bear no more. 


Doubtful he Rood, if inſtant to embrace 275 


His aged limbs, to kiſs his re v' rend face, 

With eager tranſport to diſcloſe the whole, 
And pour at once the torrent of his ſoul. 
Not ſo: his judgment takes the winding way 


Of queſtion diſtant, and of ſoft aſſay; 290 


More gentle methods on weak age employs, 
And moves the ſorrows to enhance the joys. 
Then to his (fire with beating heart he moves, 


And with a tender pleaſantry reproves; - 


Who digging round the plant ſtill hangs his head, 28g 
Nor ought remits the work, whi'e thus he aid. 

Great is thy ſkill, oh fatner! great thy toil; 

Thy careful band is Ramp'd on all the foil; 

Thy ſquadron'd vineyards well thy art declare, 
The olive green, blue fig, and pendent pear ; wb 
And not one empty ſpot eſcapes thy care. 
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On ev'ry plant and tree thy cares are ſhown, 

Nothing neglected, but thyſelf alone. 

Forgive me, father, if this fault I blame ; 

Age ſo advanc'd may ſome indulgence claim. 295 
Not for thy floth I deem thy lord unkind ; 

Nor ſpeaks thy form a mean or ſervile mind: 

I read a monarch in that princely air, 

The ſame thy aſpect, if the ſame thy care; 

Soft ſleep, fair garments, and the joys of wine, 300 
Theſe are the rights of age, and ſhould be thine, 
Who then thy maſter, ſay ? and whoſe the land 

So dreſs'd and manag'd by thy ſkilful hand? 
But chief, oh tell me! (what I queſtion moſt), 
Is this the far fam'd Ithacenfian coaſt ? 
For ſo reported the firit man I view'd, 
(Some ſurly iflander, of manners rude), 
Nor fart her conference vouchſaf'd to ſay ; 
Heedleſs he whiſtled, and purſu'd his way. 
But thou! whom years have taught to —— 310 
Humanely hear, and anſwer my demand: 
A friend I ſeek, a wiſe one and a brave, 
Say, lives he yet, or moulders in the grave? 
Time was (my fortunes then were at the beſt) 
When at my houſe I lodg'd this foreign gueſt; 
He ſaid, from Ithaca's fair ifl- he came, 
And old Laertes was his father's name, 
To him whatever to a gueſt is ow'd 
I paid, and hoſpitable gifts beſtow'd ; 
To him ſev n talents of pure ore I told, 320 
Twelve cloaks, twelve veſts, twelve tunics Riff with gold, 
A bowl that rich with poliſh'd filver flames, 
And, ſkill'd in female works, four lovely dames. 

At this the father, with a father's fears; 
(His venerable eyes bedimm'd with tears). 325 
This is the land; but ah! thy gifs are loſt, | 
For godleis men, and rude, poſſeſs the coalt : 
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Sunk is the glory of this once fam'd ſhore ! 

Thy ancient friend, ob ſtranger, is no more! 

Full recompenſe thy bounty elſe hid born; 

For ev'ry good man yields a juſt return: 

80 civil rights demand: and who begins 

The track of friendſhip, not purſuing, ſins. 

But tell me, ſtranger, be the truth conteſt, 

What years have circled fiace thou ſaw'ſ that gueſt? 

That hapleſs guelt alas! for ever gone! 336 

Wretch that he wis! and that I Am! my fon! 

If ever man to mitery was born, 

*T was his to ſuffer, and tis mine to moura ! 

Far from his friends, and from his native reign, 340 

He lies a pr: y to moalters of the main, 

Or ſavage bealts his mangl-d relies tear, 

Or ſcreaming vultures ſcatter through the air: 

Nor could his mother fun'ral unguents ſhed ; 

Nor wail'd his father o'er th' uati-nely dead; 

Nor his ſad conſort, on the uiournful bier, 

Seal'd his cold eyes, or dropp d a tender tear 
But tell me, who thou art? and what thy race? 

Thy town, thy par-nts, and thy native place ? | 

Or if a merchant in purſuit of gain, 350 


339 


345 


What port receiv'd thy veſſel from the main? 

Or com'ſt thou ſingle, or attend thy train? 
Then thus che fon: From Alybas I came, 

My palace there; Eperitus my name, 
Not vulgar born, from Aphid s the king, 
Of Polypemon's royal line, I ſpring. 
Some adverie dzmon from Sicania bore 
Our wand'ring courſe, and drove us on your ſhore: 
Far from the town, an unfrequented bay 
Reliev'd our weary'd veſſel from the ſea. 360 
Five years have circled ſince theſe eyes purſu'd 
Ulyſſes parting though the ſavle flood: 
Proſp'rous he ſaib'd, with dexter auguries, 
And all the wing'd good omens of the ſkies. 
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Well hop'd we, then, to meet oa this fair thore, 365 
Whom heav'n, alas! decreed to meet no more. 

Quick through the father's heart theſe accents ran, 
Grief ſeiz'd at once, an i wrapt up all the man; 
Deep from his ſoul he ſigh'd, and ſorrowing ſpread 
A cloud of aſhes on his hoiry head. 370 
Trembling with agonies of ſtrong delight 
Stood the great ſon, heart wounded with the fight : 
He ran. he ſeiz d hin with a ſtrict embrace, 
With thouſand kiif-s wander d o'er his face; 
I, Iam he: oh, father! riſe, behold 375 
Thy fon, with twenty winters now grown old; 
Thy fon, fo long defir”*.i, fo long detain'd, 


EReſtor'd. and breathing in his native land: 


The vengeance is complete; the ſuitor train, 


Theſe floods of forrow, oh ny fir I reitrain ' 3X 
es 


Stretch'd in our palace, by theſe hands lie flain. 
Amaz'd, Laertes: Give ſome certain fi 

“(If ſuch thou art) to manifeſt thee mine.” 

Lo here the wound (he cries) receiv'd of yore, 

The ſcar indented by the tuſky boar, 385 

When by thyſelf and by Anticlea ſent, 

To old Autolycus's realms I went. 

Yet by another ſign thy offspring know; 

The ſev'ral trees you gave me long ago, | 

While, yet a child, theſe fields I !ov'd to trace, 390 

And trod thy footſteps with unequal pace; 

Toev'ry pant in order as we came, 

Well-pieas'd you told its nature, and its name, 

Whate'er my childiſh fancy aſk'd, beſtow'd ; 

Twelve pear-trees bowing with their pendent load £ 

And ten, that red with bluſhing apples glow'd ; 396 

Fu:l fatty purple figs; and many a row | 

Of various vines that then began to blow, 

A tuture vintage when the Hours produce 

Their latent buds, and Sol exalts the juice. 400 
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Smit with the ſigns which all his doubts explain, 

His heart within him melts; his knees ſuſtain 

Their feeble weight no more: his arms alone 

Support him, round the lov'd Ulyſſes thrown ; 

He faints, he ſinks, with mighty joys oppreſt: 405 

Ulyſſes claſps him to his eager breaſt. 

Soon as returning life regains its ſeat, 

And his breath lengthens, and his pulſes beat; 

Yes, I believe, (he cri:s), almighty Jove ! 

Heav'n rules us yet, and Gods there are above. 416 

*Tis ſo—the ſuitors for their wrongs have paid 

But what ſhall guard us, if the town invade ? * 

If, while the news through ev'ry city flies, 

All Ithaca and Cephalenia riſe ? | 

To this Viyſſes: As the Gods ſhall pleaſe 475 

Be all the reſt; and ſet thy ſoul at eaſe, 

Haſte to the cottage by this orchard fide, 

And take the banquet which our cares rovide: 

There wait thy faithiul band of rural friends, 

Arid there the young Telemacaus attends. 420 
Thus having (iy, th-y trac'd the garden over, 

And ſtooping enter'd t the low!y door. 

The ſwains and young Telemachus they found, 

The victim portion'd, and the goblet d. 

The hoary king his old Sicilian maid 425 

per tum'd and waſh'd, and gorgeouſly array d. 5 

Pallas attending given his frame to ſhine, 

With awful port, and majeſty divine; 

His gazing {on admires the godlike grace, 

And air celeftial dawning o'er his face. 430 

What God (he cry?d) my father's form improves ? 

How high he treads, and how . he moves? 
Oh! would to all the deathleſs pow'rs on high, 

Pallas and Jove, and him who gilds the {ky} 

Reply'd the king, elated with his praiſe), 435 

My ſtrength were till, as once in better days; 
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| When the bold Cephalens the leaguer form'd, 
And proud N: ricus trembled as I ſtorm'd. 
Such were I now, not abfent from your deed, 
When the laſt ſun beheld the luitors bleed, 440 
This arm had ai ied yours; this hand beftrown 5 


Our floors with death, and puſh'd the fl: ghter on; 
Nor had the fire been ſep'rate from the fon. 


They commun'd thus; while home ward bent their 
- way 
The ſwains, fatigu'd with labours of the day; 
Dolius the firſt, the venerable man; 
And next his ſons, a long ſucceeding train, 
For due refe&ion to the bow'r they came, 
|  CalVd by the careful old Sicilian dame, 
Who nurs'd the children, and now tends the fire; 450 
They fee their iord, they gaze, and they admire. 
On chairs and beds in order ſeated round, 
They ſhare the gladſome board; the roots reſound. 
While thus Ulyſſes to his ancient friend : 
« Forbear your wonder, and the feaſt attend; 485 
© The rites have waited long.“ The chief commands 
Their loves in vain ; old Dolius fpreads his hands, 
Springs to his maſter with a warm embrace, 
And faſtens kiſſes on hs hands and face: 
Then thus broke out. Oh long, oh daily mourn'd ! 
Beyond our hopes and to our with, retura'd ! 460 
Conducted ſure vy heav'n! tor heav'n alone 
Could work this wonder: welcome to thy own! 5 
Aud joss and happiueſs attend thy throne ! ) 
Who knows thy bleſs d thy with'd return? oh ſay, 465 , 
Io the chaſic queen ſhall we the news convey ? 
Or h-ars ſhe, and with bleſſings loads the day? 5 
D (miſs that care, tor to the royal bride 
Alre ey is it kn wn, (the king reply'd, | 
| An' traightreſun'd his ſeat); while round him bows 470 
| Each fithful youth, and breathes out ardent vows: 
Vor. II. I 
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Then all beneath their father take their place, 
Rank'd by their ages, and the banquet grace. 

Now flying fame the ſwift report had ſpread 
Through all the city, of the ſuitors dead. 

In throngs they riſe, and to the palace croud ; 

Their ſighs avere many, and the tumult loud. 

Weeping they bear the mangled heaps of ſlain, 'B 
* 


475 


Inhume the natives in their native plain, 
The reſt in ſhips are wafted o'er the main. 
Then fad in council all the ſeniors ſat, 
- Frequent and full, aſſembled to debate. 
Amid the circle firſt Eupithes roſe, 
Big was his eye with tears, his heart with woes: 
The bold Antinous was his age's pride, 485 
The firſt who by Ulyſſes arrow dy'd. 
Down his wan cheek the trickling torrent ran, 
As mixing words with ſighs, he thus began. 

Great deeds, oh friends! this wondrous man has 

wrought, 

And mighty bleflings to his country brought. 490 
With ſhips he parted, and a nuavrous train; 
Thoſe, and their ſhips he bury'd in the main. 
Now he returns, and firſt aſſays his hand 
In the beſt blood of all his native Jand. 
Haſte then, and ere to neighb'ring Pyle he — 495 
Or ſacred Elis, to procure ſupplies ; | 
Ariſe, (or ye for ever fall), ariſe! 
Shame to this age, and all that ſhall ſucceed ! 


If unreveng'd your ſons and brothers bleed. 


Prove that we live, by vengeance on his head, 5co 
Or ſink at once forgotten with the dead. 

Here ceas'd he, but indignant tears let fall 
Spoke when he ceas d: dumb ſorrow touch'd them all. 
When from the palace to the wond'ring throng 
Sage Medon came, and Phemius came along; 505 
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and early ſleep's ſoft bands they broke); 

And Medon firſt th' aſſembled chicfs beſpoke. 

Hear me, ye peers and elders of the land, 
Who deem this act the work of mortal hand; 
As o'er the heaps of death Ulyſſes ſtrode, 510 
Theſe eyes, theſe eyes beheld a preſent God, 

Who now before him, now beſide him Rood, 

Fought as he fought, and mark'd his way with blood: 

In vain old Mentor's form the God bely'd; 

'Twas heavn that ſtruck, and heav'n was on his fide. 
A ſudden horror all th' aſſembly ſhook, 516 

When, ſlowly riſing, Halitherſes ſpoke ; 

(Rev'rend and wife, whoſe comprehenſive view 

At once the preſent and the future knew): 

Me too ye fathers hear! from you proceed 3520 

The ills ye mourn ; your own the guilty deed. 

| Ye gave your ſons, your lawleſs ſons, the rein, 

(Oft warn'd by Mentor and myſelf in vain) ; 

An abſent hero's bed they ſought to ſoil, 

An abſent hero's wealth they made their ſpoil: 525 

Immod'rate riot, and intemp'rate luſt! 


, —_— 


Th' offence was great, the puniſhment was juſt. 7 
Weigh then my counſels in an equal ſcale, N 
Nor ruſh to ruin. Juſtice will prevail. | 


His mod'rate words ſome better miads perſuade: 530 
They part, and join him; but the number ſtay'd. 
They ſtorm, they ſhout, with haſty frenzy fir'd, 

And ſecond all Eupithes' rage inſpir'd. 

They caſe their limbs in braſs; to arms they run; 
The broad effulgence blazes in the ſun. 535 
Before the city, and in ample plain, 1 
They meet: Eupithes heads the frantic train. 

Fierce for his ſon, he breathes his threats in air ; 

Fate hezrs them not, and death attends him there. 

This paſs'd on earth, while in the realms above 540 
Minerva thus to cloud-compelling Jove. 


I 2 


Has flain the ſuitors, heaven ſhall bleſs the land. 


Deſcended Pallas from th' Olympian hill. | 


The foe approach'd, embattled on the field. 


And fix were all the ſons of Dolius' race: 
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May I preſume to ſearch thy ſecret ſoul? 

Oh pow'r ſupreme, oh ruler of the whole ! 

Say, haſt thou doom'd to this divided ſtate 
Or peaceful amity, or tern deb ite? rt 
Declare thy purpoſe; for thy will is fate. 

Is not thy thought my own ? (the God replies 


Who rolls the thunder o'er the vaulted ſkies); | 


The chief's return ſhould make the guilty bleed? 350 
*Tis done, and at thy will the fates ſucceed. 
Yet hear the iſſue : ſince Ulyſſes hand 


Hath not long fince thy knowing ſoul decreed, | 


None now the kindred of ch' unjuſt ſhall own; 

Forgot the ſlaughter'd brother, and the ſon : 555 
Each future day increafe of wealth ſhall bring, 

And o'er the paſt, oblivion ſtretch her wing. 4 
Long ſhall Ulyſſes in his empire reſt, FE 
His people bleſſing, by his people bleſt. | 
Let all be peace —He ſaid, and gave the nod 560 
That binds the fates; the ſanction of the God; | 
And prompt to execute th' eternal will, | 


Now fat Ulyſſes at the rural feaſt, 


The rage of hunger and of thirſt repreſt : 565 [ 


To watch the foe a trulty ſpy he ſent : | 
A ſon of Dolius on the meſſage went, | 
Stood in the way, and at a glance beheld 


With ba. kward ſtep he haſtens to the bow'r, 570 
And tells the news. They arm with all their pow'r. 
Four friends alone Ulyſſos“ cauſe embrace, 1 


Old Dolius too his ruſted arms put on; 
And, ſtill more old, in arms Laertes ſhone. WE 
Trembling with warmth, the hoary heroes ſtand, 
And brazen panoply inveſts the band, 
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T be op'ning gates at once their war diſplay: 
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Fierce they ruth tortu: Ulyfles leads the way. 
That moment joins them with celeſtial aid, 580 
In Mentor's ferm, the jove-deſcended maid : , 
The ſuff ring hero felt his patient breaſt 
Swell with new joy, and thus his ſon addreſt. 

Behold, Telemachus ! (nor tear the fight); 
The brave embattled ; the grim front of fight! 385 


The valiant with the valiant muſt contend : 

Shame not the line whence glorious you deſcend, 

| Wide o'er the world their martial fame was ſpread ; 
' Regard thyſelf, the living, and the dead. 


by eyes, great father on this battle call, 590 
Shall learn from me Penelope was chaſte, 
So ſpoke Telemachus! the gallant boy 
Good old Laertes heard with panting joy; 
And bleſs d! Thrice bleis'd this happy day! he cries, 
The day that ſhows me, ere | cloſe my eyes, 595 
A ſon and grandſon of th' Arceſian name 
strive for fair virtue, and conteſt for fame! 
Then thus Minerva in Laertes' ear: 
Son of Arceſius, rev'rend warrior, hear! 
Jove and Jove's daughter firſt implore in pray'r, 600 
Then whirling high, diſcharge thy lance in air, 
She ſaid, infuſing courage with the word. 
Jove and Jove's daughter then the chief implor'd, 
And whirling high, diſmiſs'd the lance in air, 
Full at Eupithes drove the deathful ſpear : 605 
The brais-cheek»d helmet opens to the wound; 
He falls, earth thunders, and his arms reſound. 
Before the father and the con qu ring ſon 
Heaps ruſh on heaps ; they fight; they drop, they run. 
Now by the ſword and now the jav'lin fall 610 
The rebel race, and death had ſwallow'd all; 
But from on high the blue-ey'd virgin cry'd; 
Her awſul voice detain'd the headlong tide. 
1 3 
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% Forbear, ye nations! your mad hands forbear 
From mutual flaughter : peace deſcends to ſpare,” - 


Fear ſhook the nations. At the voice divine 
They drop their jav'lins, and their rage reſign. 


All fcatter'd round their glitt'ring weapons lie; 


Some fall to earth, and ſome confus dly fly. 
With dreadful ſhouts Ulyfles pour'd along, 
Swift as an eagle, as an eagle ſtrong. 


But Jove's red arm the burning thunder aims; 


Before Minerva ſhot the livid flames ; 
Blazing they fell, and at their feet expir'd : 


Then ſtopt the Goddeſs, trembled, and retir'd, 


Deſcended from the Gods! Ulyfles ceaſe; 
Offend not Jove : obey, and give the peace. 

So Pallas ſpake. The mandate from above 
The king obey'd. The virgin · ſeed of Jove, 
In Mentor's form, confirm'd the full accord, 
And willing nations knew their lawful lord,” 
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FROGS any MICE. 


Tranſlated by Mr. PARNELL, | 1 
Correfted by Mr. POPE. 


Names of the Mic x. 


PSyYcanra x, Cne who plunders 
| granaries. 

Troxartes, A bread eater. 
Lychomile, A licker of meal 
Pternotroctas, A bacon eater. 
Lycopinax, A licker of diſhes. 
Embai:chytros, A cree er into pots. 
Lychenor, A name from licking. 
he” One who runs into 

les. | 

Artophagus, Who feeds on bread. 
Tyroglyphus, A checſe-ſcooper. 
Pternoglyphus, A bacon-ſcooper. 
Pternopb agus A bacon eater. 
Cniſſodioctes, One who follows the 

ſteam of kitchens 
Sitophagus, An cater of wheat. 
Meridarpax, One who plunders his 


Names of the FROSGSG. 


Pn 
his checks 

Teleus, A name from mud 
Hydr--medulſe, A ruler in the waters, 
Hypſiboas, A loud hauler. 

Pelion, from mud | 
Seutlæus, Called from the beets. 
Polyphonus, A great babbler. 
Lymrocharis, One who loves the lake, 
Crambophagus. Cabbage eater. 
Lymniſius, Called from the lake. 
Calaminthius, From the herb. 
Hydrocharis, V ho loves the water. 
Borborocates, Who lies in the mud, 
Praſſoph. gus, An eater of garlic. 
Pelufius, From mud 

Pelobates. Who walks in the dirt, 
Prafſzus, Called from garlic. 


Craugaſides, From croaking. 
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FROGS and MICE. 


BOOK I 


O fill my riſing ſong with ſacred fire, 

Ye tuneful Nine, ye ſweet celeſtial quire ! 
From Helicon's imbow'ring height repair, 
Attend my labours, and reward my pray'r, 
The dreadful toils of raging Mars [ write, 
The ſprings of contelt, and the fields of fight: 
How threat'ning mice advanc'd with warlike grace, 
And wag'd dire combats with the croaking race. 
Not louder tumults thook Olympus' tow'rs, 
When earth-born giants dar'd immortal pow'rs, 
Theſe equal acts an equal glory claim, 

And thus the Muſe records the tale of fame. 
Once on a time, fatigu'd and out of breath, 
And juſt eſcap'd the ſtretching claws ot death, 
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A gentle mouſe, whom cats purſu'd in vain, 13 

Flies ſwift of foot acroſs the neighb'ring plain, 

Hangs o'er a brink his eager thirſt to cool, 

And dips his whiſkers in the ſtanding pool ; 

When near a courteous frog advanc'd his head, 

And from the waters hoarſe reſounding, ſaid. 20 
What art thou, ſtranger ? what the line you boaſt? 

What chance hath caſt thee panting on our coaſt ? 

With ſtricleſt truth let all thy words agree, 

Nor let me find a faithleſs mouſe in thee. 

If worthy friendſhip, proffer'd friendſhip take, 25 


And ent'ring view the pleaſurable lake: 


Range o'er my palace, in my bounty ſhare, 

And glad return from hoſpitable fare. | 

This filver realm extends beneath my ſway, | 

And me, their monarch, alt its frogs obey. 30 

Great Phyſignathus I, from Peleus' race, 

Begot in fair Hydromeduſeꝰ embrace, 

Where, by the nuptial bank that paints his fide, 

The ſwift Eridanus delights to glide. 

Thee too, thy form, thy ſtrength, and port proclaim, 

A ſceptred king ; a ſon of martial fame; 36 

Then trace thy line, and aid my gueſſing eyes. | 

Thus ceas'd the frog, and thus the mouſe replies. 
Known to the Gods, the men, the birds that fly, 

Through wild expanſes of the midway ſky, 40 

My name reſounds ; and if unknown to thee, 

The ſoul of great Pſycarpax lives in me, 

Of brave Troxartes' line, whoſe fleeky down 

In love compreſs'd Lycomile the brown. | 

My mother ſhe, and princeſs of the plains 45 
Where e er her father Pternotroctas reigns ; M 

Born where a cabia lifts its airy ſhade, 

With figs, with nuts, with vary'd daiaties fed. 

But fince our natures nought in common know, 


From what foundation can a friendſhip grow? 30 


N 
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| Theſe curling waters o'er thy palace roll; 
But man's high food ſupports my princely foul. 
In vain the circled loaves attempt to lie 
Conceal'd in flaſkets from my curious eye; 
In vain the tripe that boaſts the whiteſt hue, 55 
In vain the gilded >acon ſhuns my view, 
In vain the cheeſes, offspring of the pale, = 
Or honey'd cakes, which Gods themſelves regale. 
And as in arts I ſhine, in arms J fight, 
Mix'd with the braveſt, and unknown to flight. bo 
Tho? large to mine the human form app-ar, 
Not man himſelf can ſmite my foul with fear, 
Sly to the bed with filent ſteps I go, 
Attempt his finger, or attack his toe, 
And fix indented wounds with dextrous ſkill, 65 
Sleeping he feels, and only ſeems to feel. 
Yet have we foes which direful dangers cauſe, 
Grim owls with taloas arm'd, and cats with claws; 
And that falſe trap, the den of filent fate, 
Where death his ambuſh-plants around the bait; 70 
All dreaded theſe, and dreadful o'er the reſt 
The potent warriors of the tabby veſt. 
If to the dark we fly, the dark they trace, 
And rend our heroes of the nibbliag race, 
But me, nor ſtalks, nor wat'riſh herbs delight, 75 
Nor can the crimſon radifh.charm my ſight; 
The lake-reſounding frogs ſelected fare, 
W hich not a mouſe of any taſte can bear. 
As thus the downy prince his mind expreſs'd, 
His anſwer thus the croaking king addreſs' d. 3 
Thy words luxuriant on thy dainties rove, 
And, ſtranger, we can boalt of bounteous Jove: - 
We ſport in water, or we dance on land, 
And born amphibious, food from both command, 
But truſt thyſelf where wonders aſk thy view, 35 
And ſafely tempt thoſe ſeas, I'll bear thee through | 
| "x 


Aſcend my ſhoulders, firmly keep thy ſeat, 
And reach my marſhy court, and feaſt in tate, 
— He faid, and leant his back; with nimble bound 
Le ps the light mouſe, and claſps his arms around, 90 
1 hen wond'ring floats, and ſees with glad furvey 
The winding banks difſemble ports at ſea. 
But when aloft the curling water rides, 
And wets with azure wave his downy ſides ; 
His thoughts grow conſcious of approaching wo, 95 
His idle tears with vain repentance flow, 
His locks he rends, his trembling feet he rears ; 
Thick beats his heart with unaccuſtom'd fears; 
He ſighs, and chilPd with danger, longs for ſhore : 
His tail extended forms a fruitleſs oar, 100 
Half drench'd in liquid death his pray'rs he ſpake, 
And thus bemoan'd him irom the dreadful lake. 

So paſs'd Europa thro' the rapid ſea, 
Trembling and fainting all the vent'rous way; 
With oary feet the bull triumphant rode, 105 
And ſafe in Crete depos'd his lovely load. 
Ah ſafe at laſt ! may thus the frog ſupport 
My trembling limbs to reach his ample court. 

As thus he ſorrows, death ambiguous grows, 
Lo! from the deep a water Hydra roſe; 110 
He rolls his ſanguin'd eyes, his boſom heaves; 
And darts with active rage along the waves. 
Confus'd, the monarch ſees his hiſſing foe, 
And dives to ſhun the ſable fates below. 
Forgetful frog | The friend thy ſhouiders bore, 115 
Unſkill d in ſwimming, floats remote from ſhore. 
He graſps with fruitleſs hands to find relief, 
Supinely falls, and grinds his teeth with grief; 
Plunging he finks, and ſtruggling mounts again, 
And finks, and ſtrives, but ſtrives with fate in vain, 120 
The weighty moiſture clogs his hairy veſt, 
And thus the prince his dying rage expreſt. 
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Nor thou, that flings me flound' ring from thy back, 
As from hard rocks rebounds the ſhatt'ring wrack, 
Nor thou ſhalt 'ſcape thy due, perfidious king! ' 12g. 
Purſu'd by vengeance on the ſwifteſt wing: a 
At land thy ſtrength could never equal mine, 

At ſea to conquer, and by craft, was thine. 

Bitt heav'n has Gods, and Gods have ſearching eyes: 
Ye mice, ye mice, my great avengers riſe ! 1 
This ſaid, he ſighing gaſp'd, and gaſping dy'd, 

His death the young Lycophinax eipy'd, 

As on the flow'ry brink he palſs'd the day, 

Baſk'd in the beam, and loiter'd life away: 

Loud ſhrieks the mouſe, bis ſhrieks the ſhores repeat; 


The nibbling nation learn their hero's fate : 136 


Grief, diſmal grief enſues; deep murmurs ſound, 
And ſhriller fury fills the deafen'd ground; 
From lodge to lodge the facred heralds run. 


To fix their council with the riſing ſun; 140 


Where great Troxartes crown'd in glory reigns, 
And winds his length'ning court beneath the plains : 
Pſycarpax's father, father now no more! 

For poor Pſycarpax lies remote from ſhore :; 

Supine he lies! the ſilent waters ſtand, 145 
And no kind billow wafts the dead to land! 
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WIe finker'd morn had ting'd the clouds, 
A 


round their monarch mouie the nation erouds, 
Slow roſe the monarch, heav'd his auzious breaſt, 
And thus, the council fill'd with rage, addreſt. 
For Joſt Pſycarpax much my ſoul endures, 38 
"Tis mine the private grief, the public, yours; 
Three warlike ſons adorn'd my nuptial bed, 
Three ſons, alas, before their father dead! 
Our eldeſt periſh'd by the rav'ning cat, 
As near my court the prince unheedful fat. 10 
Our next, an engine fraught with danger drew, 
The portal gap'd, the bait was hung in vie w, 
Dire arts aſſiſt the trap, the fates decoy, 
And men unpity ing kill'd my gallant boy. 
| The laſt, his country's hope, his parent's pride, 15 
Plung'd in the lake by Phyſignathus, dy'd. 
Rouſe all the war, my friends! avenge the deed, 
And bleed that monarch, and his nation bleed. 
His words in ev'ry breaſt inſpir'd alarms, 
And careful Mars ſupply'd their hoſt with arms, 20 
In verdant hulls deſpoil'd of all their beans, 
The buſkin'd warriors ſtalk'd along the plains, 
Quills aptly beund, their bracing corſclet made, 
Fac d with the plunder of a cat they flay'd, 
The lamp's round boſs affords their ample ſhield, 
Large ſhells of nuts their cov'ring helmet yield; 
And o'er the region, with reflected rays, 
Tall groves of needles for their lances blaze. 
Dreadful in arms the marching mice appear: 
The wond'ring frogs perceive the tumult near, 
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Forſake the waters, thick'ning form a ring, 

And aſk, and hearken, whence the noiſes ſpring; 
When near the croud, diſclos'd to public view, 

The valiant chief Embaſichytros drew: 

The ſacred herald's ſceptre grac'd his hand, 25 
And thus his words expreſs'd his kings command. 

Ye frogs! the mice with vengeance fir d, advance, 
And deck'd in armour ſhake the ſhining lance; 

Their hapleſs prince by Phyſignathus ſhin, 

Extends incumbent on the wat'ry plaia. 40 


Then arm your hoſt, the doubtful battle try; 


Lead forth thoſe frogs that have the ſoul to die. 
The chief retires, the croud the challenge hear; 
Ard proudly ſw: lling, yet perplex'd appear; 
Much they reſent, yet much their monarch blame, 45 
Who riſing, ſpoke to cl-ar his tainted fame, 
O friends ! I never forc'd the mouſe to death, 
Nor ſaw the gaſpings of his lateſt breath. 
He, vain of youth, our art of ſwimming try'd, 
And vent'rous in the lake the wanton dy'd. 30 
To vengeance now by falſe appearance led, 
They point their anger at my guiltleſs head. 
But wage the riſing war with deep device, 
And turn its fury on the crafty mice. 
Your king directs the way; my thoughts elate 
Witn hopes of conqueſt, form deſigns of fate. 
Where high the banks their verdant ſurface heave, 
And the ſteep ſides confine the ſleeping wave, 


There, near the margin, and in armour bright, 


Suſtain the firſt impetuous ſhocks of fight : 60 
'Then where the dancing feather joins the creſt, 

Let each brave frog his obvious mouſe arreſt ; 

Each ſtrongly graſping, headlong plunge a foe, 

Till countleſs circles whirl the lake below; 

Down fink the mice in yielding waters drown'd; 6g 
Loud Huſh the waters; echoing ſhores reſound bs 
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The frogs triumphant tread the conquer d plain, 
And raiſe their glorious trophies of the ſlain. 

He ſpake no more, his prudent ſcheme imparts 
Redoubling ardour to the boldeſt hearts. 10 
Green was the ſuit his arming heroes choſe, 

Around their legs the greaves of mallows cloſe, 
Green were the beets about their ſhoulders laid, 
And green the colewort, which the target made, 
Form'd of the vary'd ſhells the waters yield, 75 
Their gloſſy helmets gliſten'd o'er the field; 
And tap' ring ſea - reeds for the poliſh'd ſpear, 
With upright order pĩere d the ambient air. i 
Thus dreſfs'd for war, they take th' appointed bend 
Poize the long arms, and urge the promis'd fight. 80 
But now, where Jove's irradiate ſpires ariſe, 
With ſtars ſurrounded in æthereal ſkies, 
(A ſolemn council call'd) the brazen gates 
Unbar; the Gods aſſume their golden ſeats: 
The ſire ſuperior leans, and points to ſhow 85 
What wondrous combats mortals wage below: 
How ſtrong, how large, the num'rous heroes ſtride ; 
What length of lance they ſhake with warlike pride: : 
What eager fire their rapid march reveals; 
$0 the fierce Centaurs ravag'd o'er the dales; 90 
And fo confirm'd, the daring Titans roſe, 
Heap'd hills on hills, and bid the Gods be foes. 
T his ſeen, the pow'r his ſacred viſage rears, 
He caſts a pitying ſmile on world!y cares, 
And aſks what heav'nly guardians take the lit, gg 
Or who the mice, or who the frogs aſſiſt? 
Then thus to Pallas. It my daughter's mind | 
Have join'd the mice, why ſays ſhe ſtill behind? | 
Drawn forth by ſav'ry ſteams they wind their way, \ 
And ſure attendance round thine altar pay, 100 
Where while the victims gratify their taſte, 
They ſport to pleaſe the Goddeſs of the feaſt. 
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Thus ſpake the ruler of the ſpacious skies, 
When thus, reſolv'd, the blue - ey d maid replies. 
In vain, my father! all their dangers plead; 105 
1 o ſuch thy Pallas never grants her aid. 5 

My flow'ry wreaths they petulant!y ſpoil, 

And rob my cryſtal lamps of feeding ail, 

(Ills following ilis); but what . Mi&s me more, 
My veil, that idle race profanely tore. 110 
The web was curious, wrought with art divine 
Relentleſs wretches ! all the work was mine: 
Along the loom the purple warp I ſpread, 

Caſt the light ſhoot, and eroſs'd the ſilver thread. 

In this their teeth a thouſand breaches tear; 115 
The thouſand breaches skilful hands repair; 

For which, vile earthly duns thy daughter grieve, 
But Gods, that uſe no coin, have none to give; 

And learning*s Goddeſs never leſs can owe, 

Ne glected learning gets no wealth below. 120 
Nor let the trogs to gain my ſuccour ſue, 

Thoſe clam'rous fools have loſt iny favour too. 

For late, when all the conflict ceagd at night, 

When my ſtretch'd ſine ws ach d with eager fight, 
When ſpent with glorious toil, I left the field, 125 
And ſunk for ſlumber on my iwelling ihield; 

Lo from the deep, repelling ſw: et repoſe, 

With noiſy croakings half the nation roſe: 

Devoid of reſt, with aching brows I lay, 

Till cocks proclaim'd the crimſon dawn of day. 130 
Let all, like me, from either hoſt torbear, 

Nor tempt the flying furies of the ſpear. 

Let heav'nly blood (or what for blood may flow) 
Adorn the conquelt of a meaner toe, 

Who, wildly ruſhing, meet the wondrous odds, 135 
Tho? Gods oppoſe, and brave the wounded Gods, 

O'er gilded clouds reclin'd, the danger vie w, 

And be the wars of mortal ſcenes for you, 
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So mov d the blue ey'd queen, her words perſuade, 
Great Jove aſſented, and the reſt obey'd. 140 
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O front to front the marching armies ſhine, 
Halt ere they meet, and form the length'ning 
The chiefs conſpicuous ſeen, and heard afar, line; 
Give the loud fign to looſe the ruſhing war; 

Their dreadful trumpets deep-mouth'd hornets ſound, 
The ſounded charge remurmurs o'er the ground; 6 
Ev'n Jove proclaims a field of horror nigh, 
And rolls low thunder thro” the troabled sky. 
Firſt to the fight the large Hypſiboas flew, 
And brave Lychenor with a jav'lin flew; 10 
The luckleſs warrior, 61Pd with gen'rous flame, 
Stood foremoſt glitt ring in the poſt of fame. 
When in his liver ſtruck the ji lin hung, 

| The-mouſe fell rhund'ring, and the target rung: 
Prone to the ground he finks his cloſing eye, 13 
And, foil'd in duſt, his lovely treſſes lie. 
A ſpear at Pelion Troglodytes caſt ; 

The miſfve ſpear within the boſom paſt ; 

Death's ſable ſhades the fainting frog ſurround, 

Ns 0 60 vets ing iv Nite wound. 20 
Embaſichytros felt Seutlæus' dart | 
Transfix, and quiver in his panting heart; 

But great Artophagus aveng'd the flain, 

And big Seutlæus tumbling loads the plain, 

And Polyphonvs dies a frog renown'd 25 
For boaltful ſpeech and turbulence of ſound ; 


Deep through the belly pierc'd, ſupine be lay, 
And breath'd his ſoul againſt the face of day. 
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The ſtrong Lymnocharis, who view'd with ire, 
A victor triumph, and a friend expire; 30 
With heaving arms a rocky fragment caught, 
And fiercely flung where Troglodytes fought, 
A warrior vers'd in arts, of ſure retreat, 
Yet arts in vain elude impending fate; 
Full on his finewy neck the fragment fell, 35 
And o'er his eye-lids clouds eternal dwell. 
Lychenor (ſecond of the glorious name) 
Striding advanc'd, and took no wand'ring aim 
Thro' all the frog the ſhining jav'lin flies, 
And near the vanquiſh'd mouſe the victor dies. 49 
The dreadful ſtroke Crambophagus affrights, 
Long bred to banquets, leſs inur'd to fights ; 
Heedleſs he runs, and ſtumbles o'er the ſeep, 
And wildly flound'ring flaſhes up the deep: . 
Lychenor, following, with a downward blow 45 
Reach'd, in the lake, his unrecover d foe ; 
Gaſping he rolls, a purple ſtream of blood 
Diſtains the ſurface of the ſilver flood; 
Thro' the wide wound the ruſhing entrails throng, 
And ſlow the breathleſs carcaſe floats along. 50 
Lymniſius good Tyroglyph us affails, 
Prince of the mice that haunt the flow ry vales, 
Loſt to the milky fares and rural feat, 
He came to periſh on the bank of fate. 
The dread Pternoglyphus demands the fight, 55 
Which tender Calammthius ſhuns by fight; 
Drops the green target, ſpringing quits the foe, 
Glides thro the lake, and ſafely dives below. 
Thro' breaking ranks, and leads the dreadful day. 6 
No nibbling prince excell'd in fierceneſs more, 
His parents fed him on the favage boar: 
But where his lance with blood the field imbru'd, 


swift as he mov'd Hydrocharis purſu'd, 
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Till fall'n in death he lies; a ſhatt'ring ſtone 65 
Sounds on the neck, and cruſhes all the bone; | 
His blood pollutes the verdure of the plain, 

And from his noſtrils burſts the guſhing brain. 
Lycopinax with Borbocz'es fights, R 
A blameleſs frog, whom humbler life delights; 0 
The fatal jav'lin unrelenting flies, 

And darkneſs ſeals the gentle croaker's eyes. 

Incens'd Prafſophagus, with ſprightly bound, 

Bears Cniſſodioctes off the riſing ground; 

Then drags him o'er the lake, depriv'd of breath, 75 


And, downward plunging, finks his ſoul to death. 


But now the great Pſycarpax ſhines afar, 

(Scarce he ſo great whole loſ+ provok'd the war), 
Swift to revenge his fatal jav'iin fled, | 
And thro? the liver truck Peluſius dead; ba 
His freckled corpſe before the victor fell, | 
Nis foul i dignant fought the ſhades of hell. 
This ſaw Pelobates, and from the flood 

Lifts with both hands a monſtrous maſs of mud. 
The cloud obſcene o'er all the warrior flies, 8 
Diſhonours his brown face, and blots his eyes. 
Enrag'd, and wildly ſputt'ring, from the ſhore 
A ſtone immenſe of ſize the warrior hore; 
A load for lab'ring earth, whoſe bulk to raiſe, 
Asks ten degen'rate mice of modern days: 90 
Full to the leg arrives the cruſhing wound: 

The frog, ſupportleſs, writhes upon the gro und. 
Thus fluſh'd, the victor wars with matchleſs force, 
Till loud Craugaſides arreſts his courſe: | 

- Hoarſe croaking threats precede ; with fatal ſpeed 95 
Deep thro* the belly runs the pointed reed, 

Then, trongiy tugg'd, return'd imbru'd with gore, 
And on the pile his reeking entrails bore. 

The lame Sitopbagus. oppreis'd wich pain, 

Creeps frum the deip'rate dangers of the plain: 100 
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And where the ditches riſing weeds ſupply, 
To ſpread their lowly ſhades beneath the ſky, 
There lurks the ſilent mouſe reliev'd ot heat, 
And, ſaf- imbower'd, avoids the chance of fate. 
But here { roxartes, Phyſi znathus there, 105 
Whirl the dire furies of the pointed ſpear : 
Then where the foot around its ancle plies, 
Troxartes wounds, and Phyſignathus flies, 
Halts to the pool, a ſaſe retreat to find, 
And trails a dangling length of leg behind, 110 
The mouſe (till urges, ſtill the frog retires, 
And half in anguiſh of the fl:ght expires ; 
Then pious ardor young Praſſzus brings, 
Betwixt the fortune of contending kings: 
Lank, harmleſs frog! with forces hardly grown, 
He darts the reed, in combats not his own, 
Which faintly tinkling on Troxartes“ ſhield, 
Hangs at the point, and drops upon the field. 
Now nobly tow'ring o'er the reſt appears 
A gallant prince that far tranſcends his years, 120 
Pride of his fire, and glory of his houſe, 
And more a Mars in combat than a mouſe : 
His action bold, robuſt his ample fra ne, 
Ard Meridarpax his reſounding name 
The warrior. ſingled from the fighting croud, 125 
Boaſts the dire honours of his arms aloud ; 
Then ſtrutting near the lake, with looks el te, 
Threats all its nations with approaching fate. 
And ſuch his ſtrength the ſi ver lakes around, 
Might roll their waters o'er unpeople ground. 130 
But pow'rful Jove, who ſhe e no leis his grace 
To frogs that periſh, than to human race, 
Felt foft compaſſivn riſing in his ſoul, 
And ſhook his ſacred head that ſhook the pole. 
Then thus to all the gazing pow'rs began. 135 
The fire of Gods, and frogs, and mouſe, and man, 


115 
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What ſeas of blood I view, what worlds of ſlain ? 
An Iliad riſing from a day's campaign 
How fierce his jav?lin, oer the trembling lakes, 
The black furr'd hero, Meridarpax, lakes! 140 
Unleſs ſome fav ring Deity deſcend, 
Soon will the frogs loquacious empire end, 
Let dreadful Pallas wing'd with pity fly, 
And make her ægis blaze before his eye: 
While Mars, refulgent on his rattling car, 145 
Arreſts his raging rival of the war. | 
He ceas'd, reclining with attentive head, 
When thus the glorious God of combats ſaid. 
Nor Pallas, Jove ! tho? Pallas take the field, 
With all the terrors of her hiſſing ſhield ; 150 
Nor Mars himſelf, tho Mars in armour bright 
Aſcend his car, and wheel amid the fight; 
Not theſe can drive the deſp'rate mouſe afar, 
And change the fortunes of the bleeding war. 
Let all go forth, all heav'n in arms ariſe ; 155 
Or lanch thy own red thunder from the ſkies: 
Such ardent bolts as flew that wondrous day, 
When heaps of Titans mix'd with mountains lay, 
When all the giant-race enormous fell, 
And huge Enceladus was hurl'd to hell. 160 
»Twas thus th'Armipotent advis'd the Gods, | 
When from his throne the Cloud- compeller nods; 
Deep length'ning thunders run from pole to pole, 
Olympus trembles as the thunders roll. 
Then ſwift he whirls the brandiſh'd bolt around, 165 
And headlong darts it at the diſtant ground; 
The bolt, diſcbarg'd, inwrapt with lightning flies, 
And rends its flaming paſſage through the ſkies: 
Then earth's inhabitants, the nibblers, ſhake, 
And frogs, the dwellers in the waters, quake, 170 
Yet ſtill the mice advance their dread deſign, 
And the laſt danger threats the croaking line; 


— 


With ſtrange aſſiſtance fill'd the frighted ſhore. 


Ober the wild waſte with headlong flight they go, 


* 
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Till Jove, that inly mourn'd the loſs they bore, 


Pour'd from the neighb'ring ſtrand, deform'd to view, 
They march, a ſudden unexpected crew, 176 
Strong ſuits of armour round their bodies cloſe, 
Which like thick anvils blunt the force of blows ; 

In wheeling marches turn'd, oblique they go 
With harpy claws their limbs divide below ; 136 


Fell ſheers the paſſage to their mouth command; 


From out the fleſh the bones by nature ſtand ; | 

Broad ſpread their backs, their ſhining ſhoulders riſe, 

Unnumber'd joints diſtort their lengthen'd thighs, 

With nervous cords their hands are firmly brac'd, 185 

Their round black eye-balls in their boſom plac'd; 

On eight long feet the wondrous warriors tread, 

And either end alike ſupplies a head, 

Theſe to call crabs, mere mortal wits agree: 

But Gods have other names for things than we. 190 
Now, where the jointures from their loins depend, 

The heroes tails with ſev'ring graſps they rend. 

Here, ſhort of feet, depriv'd the pow'r to fly, 

There without hands upon the field they lie. 

Wrench'd from their holds, and ſcatter'd all around, 

The blended lances heap'd the cumber'd ground. 196 

Helpleſs amazement, fear purſuing fear, | 

And mad confufion through their hoſt appear. 


Or creep conceal'd in vaulted holes below. 
But down Olympus, to the weſtern ſeas, 
Far-ſhooting Phoebus drove his fainter rays ; 
And a whole war (ſo Jove ordain'd) begun, 
Was fought, and ceas'd, in one revolving ſun. 
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